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Incipit Liber Quartus. 



Dicunt ecddiam fan t. 

Torpil el in cunilh tardaque tenta bonis, 
^ue fitri pojftnt hodit tramfert piger in crat 

Furatoque pnus ha/lia (faudit equo. 
Pafcenti tarda negal tmalumenta Ciipido^ 

Std Vinui in celeri ludit amore viri, 

jlPON the vices to procede 
After thecaufeofmannes 

dcde 
The firfte point of flouth 

I calle 
Lachefle, and is the chefe 
ofalle 
And hath this properlJch of kind 
To leven alle thing behind. 
Of that he mighte do nowe here 
He tarieth all the longe yere 
And evermore he faith : to morwe, 
And fo he well his time borwe 
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"•. A'nd wisrtieth after : god me fende, 
That whan he weneth have an ende. 
Than is he furtheft to beginne. 
Thus bringeth he many a mifchefe inne 
Unware, till that he be mifcheved 
And may nought thanne be releved. 
And right fo nouther more ne lefle 
It ftant of love and of lachefle. 
Some time he floutheth on a day. 
That he never after gete may. 

Now fone, as of this ilkc thing. 
If thou have any knouleching, 
That thou to love haft done er this, 

1. Tell on. My gode fader, yis. 
As of lacheife I am beknowe. 
That I may ftonde upon his rowe, 
As I that am clad of his fuite. 
For whanne I thought my purfuite 
To make and therto fet a day 
To fpeke unto that fwete may, 
Lachefle bad abide yit 
And bare on honde it was no wit 
Ne time for to fpeke as tho. 
Thus with his tales to and fro 
My time in tarieng he drough, 
Whan there was time good inough. 
He faid another time is better. 
Thou (halt now fenden her a letter 
And par cas write more plein 
Than thou by mouthe durfeft fain. 
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Thus have I lette time Aide 

For flouthe, and kepte nought my tide, 

So that lachefle with his vice 

Full oft hath made my wit fo nice. 

That what I thought to fpeke or do 

With tarieng he held me fo, 

Ti] whan I wolde and mighte nought, 

I not what thing was in my thought 

Or it was drede, or it was fhame. 

But ever in erneft and in game 

I wit there is long time palTed, 

But yet is nought the love lafled, 

Whiche I unto my lady have, 

For though my tunge is flow to crave 

At alle time, as I have bede, 

Min hert ftant ever in o ftede 

And axeth befiliche grace. 

The whiche I may nought yet embrace, 

And god wot that is malgre min. 

For this I wot right well afin. 

My grace cometh fo felde aboute. 

That is the flouthe, which I doubte 

More than of all the remenauntj 

Whiche is to love appartenaunt. 

And thus as touchend of lachefle. 
As I have tolde, I me confefTe 
To you, my fader, I befeche 
That furthermore ye wol me teche. 
And if there be to this matere 
Some goodly tale for to here, 
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How I may do lacheffe awey. 
That ye it wolden telle, I prey. 
confcffor. To wific the, my fone, and rede 
Among the tales, whiche I rede. 
An olde enfample therupon 
Now herken, and I wol telle on. 
Hie ponit confcfTor Aycin lacHefTe in loves cas 
tM,quimani"r1!raufa I finde, how whilom Encas, 
E^t"r;:?,qSD^ Whom Anchifes to fone hadde, 
do rtgjna cartaginii \^\^\^ gj-cat navjc, wHich he laddc, 

Encam, ab inctndiii 6 ' ' 

Troie ftigitivum, in pro Troie arriveth at Cartage. 
fufcepit,quicumpor- Whetfore a while his herbergage 

tea in partes Italic a ■ , i i • i -11/- 

Canagincbcllatunim He tOKe, and It DCtlddC lo 

mie ibidem mo.am With her, which was a quene tho 

l^'^fui ad%"fd'it Of the citee, his acqueintaunce 

ultra modum tarda, jjg y/zn, whos name in remembraunce 

Tit, ipla intolerabili 

doiore concufla fui Jg yet, and Dido was (he hote, 
giadio tmnsfodit. WWch loveih Encas fo hote 

Upon the wordes, whiche he faide, 
That all her hert on him flie laide 
And did all holy what he wolde. 
But after that, as it be ftiolde. 
Fro thenne he goth toward Itaile 
By fliip and there his arrivalle 
Hath take and (hope him for to ride. 
But fhe, which may nought longe abide 
The hote peine of loves throwe. 
Anon within a litel throwe 
A letter unto her knight hath write 
And did him pleinly for to wite. 
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If he made any tarieng 
To drecche of his ayein comming, 
That Oie ne might him fele and le, 
She fliulde ftonde in fuch degre 
As whilom flood a fwan to-fore 
Of that ihe hadde her make lore 
For forwe a fether Into her brain 
She (hof and hath her felve (lain. 
As king Menander in a lay 
The foth hath founde, where fhe lay 
Spraulend with her winges twey 
As fhe, which fhulde thanne dele 
For love of him, which was her make. 
And fo Ihal I do for thy fake 
This quene faide, wel I wote. 
Lo, to Enee thus fhe wrote 
With many another word of pleint. 
But he, which had his thoughtes feint 
Towardes love and full of flouthe. 
His time let, and that was routhe. 
For Ihe, which loveth him to-fore, 
Defireth ever more and more 
And whan Ihe figh him tary fo, 
Her herte was fo full of wo. 
That compleignend manyfolde 
She hath her owne tale tolde 
Unto her felf and thus fhe fpake : 
Ha, who found ever fuche a lacke 
Of flouth in any worthy knight ? 
Now wote I well my deth is dight 
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Hie loquitur fupe 
codcm, qualitc 
Penelope tllixen 



ipfius ibidem tarda 
cioncmcpiftolafu: 
ndarguit. 
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Through him, which (huld have be my life. 

But for to ftinten all this ftrife 

Thus whan fhe figh none other bote. 

Right even unto her herte rote 

A naked fwerd anone Ihe threfte 

And thus Ihe gat her felve refte 

In remembraunce of alle flowe. 

Wherof, my fone, thou might knowe, 
How tarieng upon the nede 
In loves caufe is for to drede. 
And that hath Dido fore abought, 
Whofe deth fliall ever be bethought. 
And evermore if I (hal feche 
In this matere another fpeche 
In a cronique I finde write 
A tale, whiche is good to wite. 

At Troie whan king Ylixes 
Upon the fiege among the pres 
Of hem, that worthy knightes were. 
Abode long time ftille there. 
In thilke time a man may fe. 
How goodly that Penelope, 
Which was to him his trewe wife, 
Of his lachefle was pleintife, 
Wherof to Troie (he him fende 
Her will by letter, thus fpekende : 

My worthy love and lord alfo. 
It is and hath ben ever fo. 
That where a woman is alone, 
It maketh a man in his perfone 
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he more hardy for to wowe. 
In hope that (he wolde bowe 
To fuch thinge, as his wille were. 
While that her lord were elles where. 
And of my felf I telle this. 
For it fo longe paflcd is, 
Sith firft that ye fro home wente. 
That well nigh every man is wente 
To there I am, while ye be cute. 
Had made and eche of hem aboute. 
Which love can, my love fecheth 
With great praiere and me befecheth. 
And fome maken great manace. 
That if they mighten come in place. 
Where that they mighten her will have. 
There is no thing me fhulde fave. 
That they ne wolde werche thinges. 
And fome tellen me tidinges, 
That ye ben dede, and fome fain. 
That certainly ye ben befain 
To love a newe and leve me. 
But how as ever that it be, 
I thonke unto the goddes alle 
As yet for ought that is befalle. 
May no man do my chekes rede. 
But netheles it is to drede. 
That lachefle in continuaunce 
Fortune might fuche a chaunce, 

I Which no man after (holde amende. 
■ Lo, thus this lady compleignende 
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A letter unto her lord hath write 
And praid him, that he wolde wite 
And thenke, how that (he was al his. 
And that he tarie nought in this. 
But that he wold his love acquite 
To her ayeinward and nought write, 
But come him felf in alle hafte. 
That he none other paper wafte. 
So that he kepe and holde his trouthe 
Withoute let of any flouthe. 

Unto her lord and love liege 
To Troie, where the grete fiege 
Was laid, this letter was conveied. 
And he, which wifdome hath purveied 
Of all that to refon belongeth, 
With gentil herte it underfongeth. 
And whan he hath it overrad. 
In parte he was right inly glad 
And eke in parte he was difefed. 
But love his hert hath fo through fefed 
With pure ymaginacion, 
That for none occupacion, 
Whiche he can take on other fide, 
He may nought flit his herte afide, 
For that his wife him had enformed, 
Wherof he hath him felf conformed 
With all the will of his corage 
To ihape and take the viage 
Homeward, what time that he may. 
So that him thenketh of a day 
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A thoufand yere till he may fe 
The vifage of Penelope, 
Whiche he delireth mofl: of alle. 
And whan the time is fo befalle. 
That Troie was diilruied and brent. 
He made non delaiement. 
But goth him home in alle hie, 
Where that he found to-fore his eye 
His worthy wife in good eftate. 
And thus was celTed the debate 
Of love, and flouthe was excufed. 
Which doth great harm, wher it is ufed. 
And hindreth many a caufe honeft. 

For of the grete clerk Grofteft 
I rede how bufy that he was 
Upon the clergie an heved of bras 
To forge and make it for to telle 
Of fuche thinges as befelle. 
And feven yeres befineffe 
He laide, but for the lachelTe 
Of half a minute of an houre 
Fro firfle he began laboure 
He loft all that he hadde do. 
And other while it fareth fo 
In loves caufe, who is flowe. 
That he without under the wowe 
By night ftant full oft a colde. 
Which mighte, if that he had wolde 
His time kept, have be withinne. 

But Houthe may nought profit winne. 



Nota hie de quo- 
dam aftrologo fu- 
ptr codem, qui 
quoddam opus in- 
geniofum quafi ad 
complementuRi 
rcplcnnio pcrdu- 

ti tardacione om- 
nem fui opciii dU 
ligcnciam pcnitus 
fruftravit. 
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But he may finge in his carole, 
How latewar came to the dole. 
Where he no good receive might. 
And that was proved well by night 
Whilome of the maidens five. 
Whan thilke lord came for to wive. 
For that her oile was awey 
To light her lampes in his wey, 
Her flouthe brought it fo aboute 
Fro him that they be fliet withoute. 

Wherof, my fone, be thou ware, 
AIs ferforth as I telle dare. 
For love mufte ben awaited. 
And if thou be nought well affaited 
In love to efcheue flouthe, 
My fone, for to telle trouthe 
Thou might nought of thy felf ben able 
To winne love or make it ftable, 
All though thou mighteft love acheve. 

My fader, that I may well leve. 
But me was never aiTigned place. 
Where yet to geten any grace, 
Ne me was non fuch time appointed. 
For than I wolde I were unjointed 
Of every limme that I have. 
And I ne fliulde kepe and fave 
Min houre bothe and eke my ftede. 
If my lady it hadde bede. 
But Ihe is otherwife avifed 
Than graunte fuche a time aflifed. 
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And nethclefs of my lacheffe 
There hath be no default I gefle 
Of time lofte, if that I mighte. 
But yet her liketh nought alighte 
Upon no lure, which I carte. 
For ay the more I crie fafte 
The lafle her liketh for to here. 
So for to fpeke of this matere 
I feche that I may nought finde, 
I hafte and ever I am behinde 
And wot nought what it may amounte. 
But fader, upon min accompte, 
Whiche ye ben fet to examine 
Of fiirifte after the difcipline. 
Say what your befl: counfeile is. 
My fone, my counfeil is this. 
How fo it ftonde of time go. 
Do forth thy befineflc fo, 
That no lacheffe in the be founde. 
For flouthe is mighty to confoundc 
The fpede of every mannes werke. 
For many a vice, as faith the clerke. 
There hongen upon flouthes lappe 
Of fuche as make a man mllliappe 
To pleigne and tell of: had I will. 
And therupon if that the lift 
To knowe of flouthes caufe more 
In fpecial yet overmore 
There is a vice full grevable 
To him, which is therof coulpable; 
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And flant of alle vertue bare 
Here after as I fhall declare. 



fcfTor at quadam 

pufilUnimiusdifb 
eft, cuius yniiigina- 

tiTafonnidoiiEquc 
virtutci aggrcdi, 
nequcvicia tugcre 
audeC, licquc utri- 

plative premium 
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^i n'uhil attemptat, nichil expfdil, ertqvt mule 

Muaus amuicit •u'tr fib'i ram capit. 
Eft modus in verbii, fed tt qui parcit amori 

Verba reftrre fua nen favet ullus amor. 

Touchend of flouth in his degre. 
There is yet pufillatnite. 
Which is to fay in this langage 
He that hath lltel of corage 
And dare no mannes werk beginne. 
So may he nought by refon winne. 
For who that nought dare undertake. 
By right he fliall no profit take. 
But of this vice the nature 
Dare nothing fet in aventure, 
Him lacketh bothe worde and dede, 
Wherof he (huld his caufe fpede. 
He well no manhode underftonde. 
For ever he hath drede upon honde 
All is perill that he (hall fay, 
Him thenketh the wolfe is in the way. 
And of ymaginacion 
He maketh his excufacion 
And feigneth caufe of pure drede 
And ever he failcth ate nede, 
Till all be fpilt, that he with deleth. 
He hath the fore, which no man heleth, 
The whiche is clepcd lacke of herte, 
Though every grace about him fterte. 
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: woll nought ones ftere his fote. 
So that by refon lefe he mote, 
That woII nought aunter for to winne. 

And fo forth, fone, if we beginne 
To fpeke of love and his fervice. 
There ben truantes in fuche a wife. 
That lacken herte, whan beft were 
They fpeken of love, and right for fere 
They waxen dombe and dare nought telle 
Withouten foun, as doth the belle, 
Whiche hath no clapper for to chime. 
And right fo they, as for the time 
Ben herteles withoute fpeche 
Of love and dare nothing befeche. 
And thus they lefe and winne nought. 
Forthy my fone, if thou art ought 
Coulpable as touchend of this flouthe. 
Shrive the therof and tell me trouthe. 

My fader, I am all beknowe. 
That I have ben one of the flowe 
As for to telle in loves cas. 
Min herte is yet and ever was, 
As though the world (huld al to-breke. 
So ferful, that I dare nought fpeke 
Of what purpos that I have nome, 
Whan I toward my lady come, 
But let it pafle and overgo. 

My fone, do no more fo. 
For after that a man purfueth. 
To love fo fortune fueth 
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loquitur contra pu- 
Cllaoimes et dicit, 
quod amans pto ti- 
more vtrbb obtiimef- 
cerc non debet, led 
concinnando preces 
fui amoris expedicio- 
nem tucius urofequa- 
tur, et ponit confer- 
for excmplum, quali- 
(cr Pigmaleon pro eo, 
quod prcces contiou- 
avit, quandam ^maei- 
nem eburncam, cuius 
pulcritudinis concu- 
pircencia Utaqucatus 
extitit, in camem ct 
languinem ad latus 
fuum transformatam 



Ful oft and yiveth her happy chaunce 
To him, which maketh continuaunce 
To preie love and to befeche, 
As by enfample I (hall the teche. 

I finde, how whilom there was one, 
Whofe name was Pigmaleon, 
Which was a lufty man of youthe. 
The werkes of entaile he couthe 
Above all other men as tho. 
And through fortune it felle him fo 
As he, whom love (hall travaile. 
He made an ymage of entaile 
Lich to a woman in femblaunce 
Of feture and of contenaunce. 
So faire yet never was figure. 
Right as a lives creature 
She femeth, for of yvor white 
He hath it wrought of fuch delite. 
That (he was rody on the cheke 
And rede on both her IJppes eke, 
Wherof that he him felf beguileth. 
For with a goodly loke (he fmileth. 
So that through pure impre(rion 
Of his ymagination 
With all the herte of his corage 
His love upon this faire ymage 
He fet, and her of love preide. 
But (he no worde ayeinward faid. 
The longe day what thing he dede 
This ymage in the fame ftede 
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Was ever by, that ate mete 
He wold her ferve and praide her etc 
And put unto her mouth the cup. 
And whan the bord was taken up, 
He hath her unto his chambre nome. 
And after whan the night was come. 
He laide her in bed all naked. 
He was forwept, he was forwaked. 
He kifte her colde lippes ofte 
And wisflieth, that they weren fofte. 
And ofte he rouneth in her ere. 
And ofte his arm now here now there 
He laide, as he her wolde embrace. 
And ever among he axeth grace, 
As though {he wjfte what it mente. 
And thus him felf he gan tormcnte 
With fuch difefe of loves peine. 
That no man might him more peine. 
But how it were of his penaunce 
He made fuche contenaunce 
Fro day to night and praid fo longe, 
That his praiere is underfonge. 
Which Venus of her grace herde 
By night, and whan that he worft ferde 
And it lay in his naked arme. 
The colde ymage he feeleth warme 
Of flesihe and bone and full of life. 
Lo, thus he wanne a lufty wife, 
Whiche obeifaunt was at his will. 
And if he wolde have hold him ftill 
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And nothing ipoke, he (huld have failed. 
But for he hath his word travailed 
And durfte fpeke, his love he fpedde 
And had all that he wolde abedde. 
For er they wente than a two, 
A knave child betwene hem two 
They gete, which was after hole 
Paphus, of whom yet hath the note 
A certain ile, which Paphos 
Men clepe, and of his name it rofe. 
ConfciTor. By this cnfamplc thou might finde. 
That word may worche above kinde. 
Forthy my fone, if that thou fpare 
To fpeke, loft is all thy fare, 
For ilouthe bringeth in alle wo. 
And over this to loke alfo 
The god of love is favorable 
To hem, that ben of love ftable. 
And many a wonder hath befalle, 
Wherof to fpeke amonges alle. 
If that the lift to taken hede, 
Therof a folempne tale I rede, 
Whiche I (hall telle in remembraunce 
Upon the forte of loves chaunce. 
Hie ponit eitempiura The king Ligdus upon a ftrife 
rex Ligdus uxori fuc opake unto Thelacuie his wire, 
2„S:/q3rfi' Which thanne was with childe grete. 
liiTii p.re«t, infan, f^e fworc it ftiolde nought be lette, 

ocadereiur, que (a- b ^' 

men ooftra cum liii- That if ftie have a douehter bore, 

«niediderM,Yfitde> . ^ ,, , ^ , 

1 That It ne ftiolde be forlore 
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And flain, wherof fhe fory was. 
So it befelle upon this cas, 
Whan /he delivered fliolde be, 
Yfis by nighte in privets, 
Whiche of childing is the godJefle, 
Came for to heipe in that diftreffe. 
Till that this lady was all fmall 
And had a doughter forth with all, 
Which the goddelTe in alle way 
Bad kepe, and that they Iholde fay. 
It were a fone. And thus Yphis 
They named him, and upon this 
The fader was made for to wene. 
And thus in chambre with the quene 
This Yphis was forth drawe tho 
And clothed and arraicd fo 
Right as a kinges fone fliolde. 
Till after, as fortune it wolde. 
Whan it was of a ten yere age. 
Him was betake in mariage 
A dukes doughter for to wedde, 

1 Whiche lante hight, and ofte abedde 
Thefe children lien, flie and flie J 
Whiche of one age bothe be. 
So that withinne time of yeres 
To-gider, as they ben play-feres 
Liggend abedde upon a night 

(Nature, which doth every wight 
Upon her lawe for to mufe, 
Conftreigneih hem, fo that they ufe 



r filiu 



iriw^iu; 



fiJie culufdam . 

Eii etate foliu copu- 
ivit, Ted cum Vph!s 
dcblium (at conjugl 
unde (blvere non ba- 
bu>l,dcO';infuiadju- 

qui fiiper hoc miferli 
ftmiiKum genus in 
marculinum ob af- 
frflum nature in Y- 
phc per omnia tranf- 
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Thing, which to hem was all unknowe, 

Wherof Cupide thilke throwe 

Toke pite for the grete love 

And let do fette kinde above. 

So that her lawe may ben ufed 

And they upon her luft excufed. 

For love hateth nothing more 

Than thing, which ftant ayein the lore 

Of that nature in kinde hath fet. 

Forthy Cupide hath fo befet 

His grace upon this aventure 

That be accordant to nature. 

Whan that he figh his time beft. 

That eche of hem hath other keft, 

Transformeth Yphe into a man, 

WEer6fT:He kfnde love he wan \ 

Of lufty yonge lante his wife. 

And the they.Jedde a merie life. 

Which was. to kinde none offence. 

And thus to take an evidence 
It femeth love is welwillende 
To hem, that ben continuende 
With befy herte to purfue 
Thing, which that is to love due. 
Wherof, my fone, in this matere 
Thou might enfample taken here. 
That with thy grete belineffe 
Thou might atteigne the richefle 
Of love, that there be no flouth. 

I dare well fay by my trouth. 
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Als ferre as my wit can feche. 
My fader, as for lackc of fpeche, 
But (o as I me fhrofe to-fore, 
There is none other time lore, 
Wherof there mightc be obftacle 
To lette love of his miracle, 
Whiche I befeche day and night. 
But fader, fo as it is right 
In forme of Ihrifte to be knowe 
What thing belongeth to the Qowe, 
Your faderhode I wolde pray. 
If there be further any way 
Touchend unto this ilke vice. 

My fonc ye, of this office 
There ferveth one in fpecial. 
Which loft hath his memorial. 
So that he can no wit witholde 
In thing, which he to kepe his holde 
Wherof full ofle him felf he greveth. 
And who that moft upon him leveth» 
Whan that his wittes ben fo weived. 
He may full lightly be deceived. 






^enlibus oblitus aliinis labilur ilU, 
^ probat accidia non meminijfe fui. 
Sic amar incaulus, qui non memiratur ad hoi 
Perdit et off(ndil^ quod cuptrare neqmt. 



To ferve accidie in his office. 
There is of flouth an other vice. 
Which cleped is foryetelnefle, 
That nought may in his herte imprefle 
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which refon hath fet, 
his wittes he foryete. 



For in tclhnge of his tale 
No more his herte than his male 
Hath rcmcmbraunce of thilke forme, 
Whcrof he (holde his wit enformc 
As than, and yet ne wot he why. 
Thus is his purpos nought forthy 
Forlorc of thut he wolde bidde 
And fcarfely, if he fccth the thridde 
To love of that he hadde ment. 
Thus many a lover hath be (hent. 
Telle on tlierefore, haft thou ben one 
Of hem, that flouth hath fo begonne? 
Conftmo Afliknili. Ye fader, oftc it hath ben fo. 
That whan I am my lady fro 
And thenke untoward her drawe. 
Than caft I many a newe lawe 
And all the world torne up fo down 
And fo rccorde I my leflbn 
And write in my memoriall 
What I to her telle fhall. 
Right all the mater of my tale. 
But all nis worth a nuttefhale. 
For whan I come there (he is, 
I have it all foryete iwJs 
Of that I thoughte for to telle 
I can nought than unnethes fpelle. 
That I wende altherbeft have rad, 
So fore I am of her adrad. 




For a 

A goft 
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a man that fodeinly 
beholdeth fo fare I, 



So that for fere I can nought gete 

My wit, but I my felf foryetc. 

That I wot never, what I am, 

Ne whider I fliall, ne whenne I cam, 

But mufe as he, that were amafed. 

Lich to the boke, in whiche is rafed 

The letter and may nothing be rad. 

So ben my wittes overlad, 

That what as ever I thought have fpoken, 

It is out of min herte ftoken 

And ftonde, as who faith, doumbc and defe, 

That all nis worth an yvy lefe. 

Of that I wende well have faide. 

And ate laft I make abraide, 

Caft up min heed and loke aboute 

Right as a man, that were in doubtc 

And wot not, where he Ihall become. 

Thus am I oft all overcome 

There as I wende beft to flonde. 

But after, whan I underftonde 

And am in other place alone, 

I make many a wofull mone 

Unto my felf and fpeke fo : 

Ha fool, where was thine herte tho, 
Whan thou thy worthy lady figh. 
Were thou afered of her eye ? 
For of her hond there is no drede. 
So well I knowe her womanhede. 
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That in her is no more oultrage 
Than in a childe of thre yere age. 
Why haft thou drede of fo good one. 
Whom alle vertue hath begone. 
That in her is no violence 
But goodly hcde and innocence 
Withoutcn fpot of any blame. 
Ila, nice hcrte, fy for fhame, 
A cowardc hcrtc of love unlered, 
Whcrof art thou fo fore afered. 
That thou thy tungc fuffreft frefe 
And wolt thy godc wordes lefe. 
Whan thou haft founde time and fpace, 
How (holdeft thou deferve grace. 
Whan thou thy felf darft axe none? 
But all thou haft foryete anone. 
And thus difpiite in loves lore, 
But heipe ne finde I nought the more. 
But ftomble upon min owne treine 
And make an eking of my peine. 
For ever whan I thenke amonge, 
Howe all is on my felf alonge 
I fay : O fool of alle fooles 
Thou fareft as he betwene two ftoles 
That wolde fit and goth to grounde. 
It was ne never (hall be founde 
Betwene foryetelnelTe and drede. 
That man fliulde any caufe fpede. 
And thus, min holy father dere. 
Toward my felf,. as ye may here. 
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But elles all the bufinefle. 
That may be take of mannes thought, 
Ty herte taketh and is through fought 
'o thenken ever upon that fwete 
Withoute flouthe 1 you behete. 
For what fo falle or wel or wo, 
That thought foryete I nevermo, 
Where fo I laugh, or fo I loure 
Nought half a minute of an houre 
Ne might I lette out of my minde. 
But if I thought upon that ende, 
Therof me Ihall no floutlie lette, 
Till deth out of this world me fette, 
AH though I had on fuche a ring, 
As Moifes through his enchaunting 
Sometime in Ethiope made. 
Whan that he Tharbis wedded had. 
Which ringe bare of oblivion 
The name, and that was by refon. 
That were it on a finger fate, 
Anone his love he fo foryate, 
,s though he had it never knowe. 
id fo it fell that ilke throwe. 
Whan Tharbis had it on her hondc, 
No knouleching of him (lie fonde, 
But all was clene out of memoire. 
As men may rede In hifloire. 

he wente quite away. 
That never after that ilke day 
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She thought, that there was fuch a one. 

All was foryete and overgone. 

But in good feith (o may nought I. 

For fhe is ever fafte by 

So nigh, that (Tie min herte toucheth 

That for no thing that flouthe voucheth 

I may foryete her lefe ne loth. 

For over all where as Oie goth, 

Min herte folweth her aboute. 

Thus may I fay withouten doubte. 

For bet, for wers, for ought, for nought 

She pafTeth never fro my thought. 

But whan I am there, as (he is, 

Min hert, as I you faid er this, 

Somtime of her is fore adrad 

And fometime is overglad 

All out of reule and out of fpace. 

For whan I fe her goodly face 

And thenke upon her highe pris. 

As though I were in paradis, 

I am fo ravisfhed of the fight, 

That fpeke unto her I ne might 

As for the time, though I wolde. 

For I ne may my witte unfolde 

To finde o worde of that I mene. 

But all it is foryete clene. 

And though I ftonde there a mile. 

All is foryete for the while. 

A tunge I have and wordes none. 

And thus I ftonde and thenke alone 



LIBER PARTUS. 2 

Of thing that helpeth ofte nought. 

But what I had afore thought 

To fpeke, whan I come there. 

It is foryete, as nought ne were. 

And ftonde amafed and aflbled. 

That of no thing, which I have noted, 

I can nought than a note finge. 

But all is out of knoulechinge. 

Thus what for joy and what for drede 

All is foryeten ate nede, 

So that, my fader, of this flouthe 

I have you faid the pleine trouthe. 

Ye may it, as ye lift, redrefle. 

For thus ftant my foryetelnefle 

And eke my pufillamite. 

Say now forth what ye lift to me. 

For I wol only do by you. 

My fone, I have wel herd, how thou 
Haft faid, and that thou muft amende. 
For love his grace wol nought fende 
To that man, which dare axe none. 
For this we knowen everychone, 
A mannes thought withoute fpcche 
God wot, and yet that men befeche 
His will is. For withoute bedes 
He doth his grace in fewe ftedes. 
And what man that foryete him felve 
Among a thoufand be nought twelve. 
That wol him take in remembraunce. 
But let him falle and take his chaunce. 
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Forthy pull up a befy herte. 
My fone, and let no thing afterte 
Of love fro thy befinefle. 
For touching of foryetelnelTe, 
Which many a love hath fet behinde, 
A tale of great enfample I finde, 
Wherof it is pite to wite 
In the maner as it is write. 

King Demephon whan he by fhip 
To Troie ward with felalhip 
Sailend goth upon his wey, 
It hapneth him at Rodepey, 
As Eolus him hadde bio we 
To londe and refted for a throwe. 
And fell that ilke time thus. 
That the doughter of Ligurgus, 
Which quene was of the centre. 
Was fojourned in that citee 
Within a cartel nigh the flronde, 
Where Demephon cam up to londe. 
Phillis fhe hight and of yong age 
And of ftature and of vifage 
She had all that her heft befemeth. 
Of Demephon right wel her quemeth. 
Whan he was come and made him chere. 
And he, that was of his manere 
A lufty knight, ne might afterte, 
That he ne fet on her his herte. 
So that within a day or two 
He thought, how ever that it go, 
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his herte to comune 



With goodly wordes in her ere. 
And for to put her out of fere 
He fwore and hath his trouthc plight 
To be for ever her owne knight. 
And thus with her he flille abode 
There, while his Ihip on anker rode, 
And had inough of time and fpace 
To fpeke of love and feche grace. 
This lady herd all that he faide. 
And how he fwore, and how he praidc. 
Which was as an enchauntement 
To here, that was as innocent. 
As though it were trouthe and feith 
She leveth all, that ever he faith, 
And as her in fortune fholde. 
She graunteth him all that he wolde. 
Thus was he for the time in joie. 
Til that he ftiulde go to Troie, 
Bui tho flie made mochel forwe 
And he his trouthe laid to borwe 
To come and if that he live may 
Ayein within a monthe day. 
And therupon they kiften bothe. 
But were hem leef or were hem lothe. 
To (hip he goth and forth he went 
To Troy, as was his firfl entent. 
The dales go, the monthe paffeth. 
Her love cncrefeth, and his lalTeth 
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For him flie lefte flepe and mete, 

And he his time hath all foryete. 

So that this wofull yonge quene, 

Which wot nought what it mighte mene, 

A letter fend and praid him come 

And faith how fhe is overcome 

With ftrengthe of love in fuche a wife, 

That flie nought longe may fuffife 

To liven out of his prcfence. 

And put upon his confcience 

The trouthe, whiche he hath behote, 

Wherof fhe loveth him fo hole, 

She faith, that if he lenger lette 

Of fuch a day, as fhe him fette. 

She ihulde fterven in his flouthe. 

Which were a ihame unio his trouthe. 

This letter is forth upon her fonde, 

Wherof fomdele comfort on honde 

She toke as fhe, that wolde abide 

And waite upon that ilke tide. 

Which fhe hath in her letter write. 

But now is pite for to wite. 

As he did erft, fo he foryate 

His time eftfone and over-fate. 

But fhe, which mighte nought do fo. 

The tide awaiteth evermo 

And cafl her eye upon the fee. 

Somtime nay, fomtime ye 

Somtime he cam, fomtime nought. 

Thus fhe difputeth in her thought 
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nd wot nought what (he thenke may. 
But faftend all the longe day 
She was into the derke night. 
And tho (he hath do fet up light 
In a lanterne on high alofte 
Upon a toure, where fhe goth ofte 
In hope, that in his comminge 
He Ihulde fe the light brenninge, 
Wherof he might his weies right 
To come, where fhe was by night. 
But all for nought, the was deceived. 
For Venus hath her hope weived 
And (hewed her upon the Iky, 
How that the day was fafte by. 
So that within a litel throwe 
The daies light (he mighte knowe, 
Tho (he beheld the fee at large. 
And whan (he figh there was no barge 
Ne (hip, als fer as (he may kenne, 
Down fro the tour (he gan to renne 
Into an herber all her owne, 
Where many a wonder wofuU mone 
She made, that no life it wift 
As (he, which all her joie mift, 
That now (he fwouneth, now (he pleigneth, 
And all her face (he difteigneth 
With teres, whiche as of a welle 
The (h-emes from her eyen felle. 
So as (he might and ever in one 
She cleped upon Demephon 
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And faid : Alas, thou flowe wight. 

Where was there ever fuche a knight. 

That fo through his ungentileflc 

Of ilouthe and of foryetelnefle 

Ayein his trouthe brak his fteven. 

And tho her eye up to the heven 

She cafl: and faide : O thou unkinde. 

Here flialt thou through thy flouthe finde, 

If that the lift to come and fe 

A lady dede for love of the 

So as I Ihalt my felve fpille, 

Whome, if it hadde be thy willc» 

Thou mighteft fave well inough. 

With that upon a grene bough 

A ceinte of filke, which ilie there had, 

She knette, and fo her felf (he lad. 

That (he about her white fwere 

It did and henge her felven there. 

Wherof the goddes were amoved. 

And Demephon was (b reproved, 

That of the goddes providence 

Was (hape fuche an evidence 

Ever afterward ayein the flowe. 

That Phillis in the fame throwe 

Was {hape into a nutte-tre. 

That alle men it mighte fe. 

And after PhiUis philliberd 

This tre was cleped in the yerd. 

And yet for Demephon to fliame 

Into this day it bereth the name. 
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This wofull chaunce how that it ferde 
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Anone as Demephon it herde 


^^1 


And every man it hadde in fpeche. 


^^^ 


His forwe was nought tho to feche, 




He gan his flouthe for to banne. 




But it was all to late thanne. 




Lo, thus, my lone, might thou wite 


ConrclUtr. 


Ayein this vice how it is write, 




For no man may the harmes gefle. 




That fallen through foryetelnefle. 




Wherof that I thy flirift have herd. 




But yet of flouthe how it hath ferd 




In other wife I thenke oppofe. 




If thou have gilt, as I fuppofe. 




Dum plantore licet, cultor qui neglipt hortum. 
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Si defml fruHu!, imputat ipfe ftlii. 




Pretirtt ijla diti bona, mc valet ilia fecunda. 




Hoc caret exempts lentus armre fua. 




Fulfilled of flouthes exemplaire 


Hie traflat confer- 


There is yet one his fecretaire. 


for de vicio negli- 

dicio KccidiBin 
amplcflcns omn« 


And he is cleped negligence, 


Which woll nought loke his evidence. 


artesfcienciEMmin 


Wherof he may beware to-fore. 


alitcr ignominiofn 


But whan he hath his caufe lore, 


pre termi Mens, cum 
nullum poterit e- 


Than is he wife after the honde. 


fui minifteril dili- 


Whan helpe may no maner bonde, 


eenciam e> poft 
faao in vacuum at' 


Than ate firfte wold he binde. 


temptareprarumit. 


Thus evermore he ftant behinde. 




Whan he the thing may nought amende. 




Than is he ware and faith at ende : 
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Ha, wolde god I hadde Icnowe, 

Wherof beja.ped with a mowe 

He goth, for whan the grete flede 

Is ftole, than he taketh hede 

And maketh the ftable-dore feft. 

Thus ever he pleith an after caft 

Of all that he Ihall fay or do. 

He hath a maner eke alfo. 

Him lift nought lerne to be wife. 

For he fette of no vertu prife 

But as him liketh for the while. 

So feleth he ful ofte guile. 

Whan that he weneth fiker to ftondc. 

And thus thou might wel underftonde. 

My fone, if thou art fuche in love 

Thou might nought come at thin above 

Of that thou woldeft wcl achcve. 

Min holy fader, as I leve, 
I may wel with fauf confcience 
Excufe me of negligence 
Towardcs love in allc wife. 
For though I be none of the wife, 
1 am fo truly amorous. 
That I am ever curious 
Of hem, that conne beft enforme 
To knowc and witen all the forme. 
What fallcth unto loves craft. 
But yet ne fond I nought the haft. 
Which might unto the blade accorde. 
For never herd I men recorde 
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What thinge it is, that might availe 

To winne love withoute faile. 

Yet fo fer couthe I never iinde 

Man, that by relbn ne by kinde 

Me couthe teche fuche an arte. 

That he ne failed of" a parte. 

And as toward min owne wit 

Contrive I couthe never yit 

To finde any fikernefle. 

That me might other more or lefle 

Of love make for to fpede. 

For leveth wel withouten drede. 

If that there were fuche a wey 

As certainly as I (liall deie 

I hadde it lerned longe ago. 

But I wot wel there is none fo, 

And netheles it may wel be 

I am fo rude in my degre 

And eke my wittes ben fo dull. 

That I ne may nought to the full 

Atteigne unto fo highe a lore. 

But this I dar fay overmorc. 

All though my wit ne be nought ftronge, 

It is nought on my will alonge. 

For that is befy night and day 

To lerne all that he lerne may. 

How that I mighte love winne. 

But yet I am as to beginne 

Of that I wolde make an ende. 

And for I not, how it fhall wende. 
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That is to me my mofte forwe. 

But I dare take god to borwe, 

As after min entendement 

None other wife negligent, 

Than I you fay, have I nought be. 

Forthy pur fainte charite 

Tell me, my fader, what you femeth. 

In good felth, fone, wel me quemeth, 
That thou thy felf haft thus acquite 
Toward this vice in which no wit 
Abide may, for in an houre 
He left all that he may laboure 
The longe yere, fo that men fain, 
What ever he doth it is in vein. 
For through the flouth of negligence 
There was yet never fuch fcience 
Ne vertue which was bodely. 
That nis dcftruied and loft therby. 
Enfample, that it hath be fo. 
In boke I finde write alfo. 
1 Phebus, which is the fonne bote. 
That ftiineth upon erthe bote 
And caufeth every Hves helth, 
He hadde a fone in all his welth. 
Which Pheton hight, and he defireth 
And with his moder he confpireth, 
The which was cleped Clemene, 
For heipe and counfeil, fo that he 
His faders carte lede might 
Upon the iaire daies light. 
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And for this thing they bothe praide 

Unto the fader, and he faide, 

He wolde wel, but forth with all 

Thre points he bad in fpeciall 

Unto his Tone in alle wife, 

That he him Ihulde wel avife 

And take it as by wey of lore. 

Firfl was, that he his hors to fore 

Ne prike, and over that he tolde. 

That he the reines fade holde. 

And alfo that he be right ware. 

In what maner he lede his chare. 

That he miftake nought his gate. 

But upon avifement algate 

He (bulde here a fiker eye, 

That he to lowe ne to high 

His carte drive at any throwe, 

Wherof that he might overthrowe. 

And thus by Phebus ordenaunce 

Toke Pheton into governaunce 

The fonnes carte, which he ladde. 

But he fuch veine gloire hadde 

Of that he was fet upon high, 

That he his own eftate ne figh 

Through negligence and toke none hede. 

So might he wel nought longe fpede. 

For he the hors withouten lawe 

The carte let aboute drawe 

Where as hem liketh wantonly, 

That ate lafte fodeinly, 
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For he no refon wolde knowe, 
This firy cart he drove to lowe 
And fireth all the worlde aboute, 
Wherof they weren all in double 
And to the god for heipe criden 
Of fuche unhappes, as betiden. 
Phebus, which iigh the negligence. 
How Pheton ayein his defence 
His chare hath drive oute of the wey 
Ordeigneth, that he fel awey 
Out of the cart into the flood 
And dreint. Lo now, how it flood 
With him, that was fo negligent. 
That fro the highe firmament. 
For that he wolde go to lowe. 
He was anone down overthrowc. 
In high eftate it is a vice 
To go to lowe, and in fervice 
It greveth for to go to high, 
Wherof a tale in poefie 

I finde, how whilom Dedalus, 
! Whiche hadde a fone and Icharus 
! He bight, and though hem thoughte lothe 
In fuch prifon they weren bothe 
With Minotaurus, that aboute 
They mighten no where wenden oute. 
So they hegonne for to rtiape. 
How they the prifon might efcape. 
This Dedalus, which fro his youthe 
Was taught and many craftes couthe, 
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Of fethers and of other thinges 
Hath made to flee diverfe winges 
For him and for his fone alfo. 
To whome he yaf in charge tho 
And bad him thenke iherupon. 
How that his winges ben fet on 
With wex, and if he take his flight 
To high, all fodeinlich he might 
Make it to meUe with the fonne. 
And thus they have her flight begonne 
Out of the prifon faire and fofte. 
And whan they weren both alofte. 
This Icharus began to mounte 
And of the counfeil none acompte 
He fette whiche his fader taught, 
Til that the fonne his winges caught, 
Wherof it malt, and fro the hight 
Withouten helpe of any flight 
He fell to his deflrudlion. 
And lich to that condition 
There fallen ofte times fele 
For lacke of governaunce in wele 
AIs wel in love as other wey. 

Now gode fader, I you prey, 
If there be more in this matere 
Of flouthe, that I might it here. 

My fone, as for thy diHgence, 
Whiche every mannes confcience 
By refon (hulde reule and kepe, 
If that the lifl; to take kepe. 
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I wol the tell aboven alle. 
In whom no vertu may befalje, 
Whiche yiveth unto the vices reft 
And is of flouthe the floweft. 



5. Abfqut laborf vagus vir inutUis acia pUHeni 
Nefcie quid prefim vita valebit ti. 
Not amor in tali mifero viget, imme vahris 
^li fadunt opera clamat habere fuos. 

Hie loquitur con- Among thefe other offlouthes fcinde, 
SSd£[q«o'rr Whiche alle labour fet behinde, 
Zdkbt'.^u.' And hateth alle befmeire, 

tumculCur: 






'"diii! There is yet one, whiche idelnefle 



genciam admit- Is clcoed, and is the norice 

(ens, cuiufcumque 1 ■ 1 /- ' 

expedicionera eau- In mannes Kindc of every vice, 
Which lecheth efes many folde. 
In winter doth he nought for colde. 
In fomer may he nought for hete. 
So wether that he frefe or fwete. 
Or be he in, or be he oute. 
He woll ben idel all aboute. 
But if he pleie ought at dees. 
For who as ever take fees 
And thenketh worfhip to deferve. 
There is no lord whome he woll ferve 
As for to dwelle in his fervice. 
But if it were in fuche a wife. 
Of that he feeth par aventure. 
That by lordlhip and by coverture 
He may the more ftonde ftille 
And ufe his idelnefle at wille. 



For he i 
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) travail 
To ride for his ladies fake. 
But liveth all upon his wisflies. 
And as a cat wold ete fisihes 
Withoute weting of his clees, 
So wolde he do, but netheles 
He faileth ofte of that he wolde. 

My fone, if thou of fuche a molde 
Art made, now tell me plein thy fhrift. 

Nay fader, god I yive a yift. 
That toward love, as by wit 
All idel was I never yit, 
Ne never (hall, while I may go. 

Now fone, telle me than fo. 
What haft thou done of befifhip 
To love and to the ladyfhip 
Of her, which thy lady is ? 

My fader, ever yet er this 
In every place, in every ftede. 
What fo my lady hath me bede. 
With all min herte obedient, 
I have therto be diligent. 
And if fo is that ihe bid nought. 
What thing that than into my thought 
Cometh firft, of that I may fuffife, 
I bowe and profre my fervice, 
Somtime in chambre, fomtime in halle 
Right fo as I fe the times falle. 
And whan fhe goth to here mafle 
That time (hall nought overpaflc. 
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That I napproche her ladyhede 

In aunter if I may her lede 

Unto the chapel and ayein. 

Than is nought all my wey in vein. 

Somdele I may the better fare. 

Whan I, that may nought fele her bare. 

May lede her clothed in min arme. 

But afterwards it doth me harme 

Of pure ymaginalion. 

For thanne this collation 

I make unto my felven ofte 

And fay : Ha lord, how ihe is fofte. 

How ihe is round, how fiie is fmall. 

Now wolde god, I hadde her all 

Withoute daunger at my wille. 

And than I fike and titte ftille. 

Of that I fe my befy thought 

Is torned idel into nought. 

But for all that let I ne may. 

Whan I fe time another day. 

That I ne do my befinefle 

Unto my ladies worthinefle. 

For I therto my wit affaite 

To fe the times and awaite 

What is to done, and what to leve. 

And fo whan time is, by her leve 

What thing flie bit me don, I do. 

And where fhe bit me gon, I go. 

And whan her lift to clepe, I come. 

Thus hath (he fuUlche overcome 
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din idelnefTe til I fterve. 
So that I mot her nedes (erve. 
For as men fain, nede hath no lawe. 
Thus mot I nedely to her drawc, 
I ferve, I bowe, I loke, I loute, 
Min eye folweth her aboute. 
What fo (he wolle fo woll I, 
Whan Ihe woll fit, I knele by, 
And whan (he ftont, than woll I ftonde. 
And whan {he taketh her werk on honde 
Of weving or of embrouderie. 
Than can I nought but mufe and prie 
Upon her fingers longe and fmale. 
And nowe I thenke, and nowe I tale. 
And nowe I finge, and nowe I fike. 
And thus my contenaunce I pike. 
And if it falle, as for a time 
Her liketh nought abide byme 
But bufien her on other thinges. 
Than make I other tarienges 
To drecche forth the longe day. 
For me is loth departe away. 
And than I am fo fimple of port. 
That for to feigne fome defporte 
I pleie with her litel hound 
Nowe on the bed, nowe on the ground. 
Now with the briddes in the cage. 
For there is none fo litel page 
Ne yet fo fimple a chamberere. 
That I ne make hem alle chere. 



I 
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All for they fhulde fpeke wele. 
Thus mow ye fe my befy whele, 
That goth nought ideliche aboute. 
And if her lift to riden oute 
On pelrinage or other ftede, 
I come, though I be nought bede, 
And take her in min arme alofte 
And fet her in her fadel fofte 
And fo forth lede her by the bridel. 
For that I wolde nought ben idel. 
And if her lift to ride in chare. 
And than I may therof beware, 
Anone I fliape me to ride 
Right even by the chares fide. 
And as I may, I fpeke amonge. 
And other while 1 finge a fonge, 
Whiche Ovide in his bokes made, 
And faid : O which forwes glad, 
O which wofull profperite 
Belongeth to the proprete 
Of love? who fo wold him ferve. 
And yet there fro may no man fwerve. 
That he ne mot his lawe obey. 
And thus I ride forth my wey 
And am right befy overall 
With herte, and with my body all. 
As I have faide you here to-fore. 
My gode fader tell therfore 
Of idelneflb if I have gilt. 
My fone, but thou telle wilt 
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Ought elles, than I may now here. 




Thou Ihalt have no penaunce here. 


^^^1 


And nethcles a man may fe. 


^^H 


How now a dales that there be 


^^H 


Full many of fuch hertes flowe. 


^^H 


That woll nought befien hem to knowe 


^^H 


What thing love is, til ate laft. 


^^H 


That he with ftrengthe hem overcaft 


^^H 


That malgre hem they mot obey 


^^H 


And done all idelihip awey 


^^H 


To ferve wel and befiliche. 


^^H 


But fone, thou art none of fich. 


^^H 


For love fhall the wel excufe. 


.^1 


But otherwife if thou rcfufe 




To love thou might fo par cas 


^^H 


Ben idel, as fomtime was 


^^H 


A kinges doughter unavifed. 


,^^| 


Til that Cupide her hath chaftifed. 


^^^1 


Wherof thou Ihalt a tale here 


^^H 


Accordant unto this matere. 


^1 


Of Armenie I rede thus. 


Hie ponit eonfrffor 


There was a king whiche Herupus 


ros, qui amoris occu- 


Was bote, and he a lufty maide 


pacionem omittentei, 
gravioris infortunii 


To doughter had, and as men faide 


cafus expefhJit, ct 
Armenie re|is (ilia. 


Her name was Rofiphele, 


Which tho was of great renome. 


cionis'"'in'"°pJin'dpio 


For fbe was bothe wife and faire 


juvenlutisociofaper- 
fiilensmirabili poftc-a 


And fhulde ben her faders heire. 




But flie had o defaulte of flouthe 


pre ceteris diligencior 


Towardes love, and that was routhe. 


_J 
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For fo well couthe no man fay. 
Which mighte fet her in the way 
Of loves occupacion 
Through none ymaginacion, 
That fcole wolde (he nought knowe. 
And thus flie was one of the flowe 
As of fuche hertes befinefle. 
Till whanne Venus the goddeife. 
Which loves court hath for to reule. 
Hath brought her into better reule 
Forth with Cupide, and with his might, 
F^or they merveile of fuche a wight. 
Which tho was in her lufty age 
Defireth nouther mariage 
Ne yet the love of paramours. 
Which ever hath ben the comun cours 
Amonges hem, that lufty were. 
So was it Ihewed after there. 
For he, that highe hertes loweth. 
With firy dartes, whiche he throweth 
Cupide, whiche of love is god, 
In chaftifmge hath made a rod 
To drive away her wantonneiTe, 
So that within a while I gelfe 
She had on iiache a chaunce fporned. 
That all her mod was overtorned. 
Which firft £he had of flowe manere. 
For thus it felle, as thou Ihalt here. 

Whan conne was the month of may. 
She wolde walke upon a day, 
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Tnd that i 

Of women but a fewe it wift. 

And forth (lie wente prively 

Unto the park was fafte by. 

All fofte walkend on the gras, 

Till (he came there the laiinde was. 

Through which ther ran a great rivere. 

It thought her faire and faide : Here 

I woll abide under the (hawe, 

And bad her women to withdrawe 

And there (he flood alone (lille 

To thenke what was in her wille. 

She figh the fwote floures Ipringe, 

She herde gladde foules finge. 

She figh the beftcs in her kinde, 

The buck, the doo, the hert, the hinde, 

The male go with the femele. 

And To began there a quarele 

Betwene love and her owne herte, 

Fro which (he couthe nought ailerte. 

And as (he caft her eye aboute. 

She figh clad in one fute a route 

Of ladies, where they comen ride 

A longe under the wodes fide. 

On faire amblende hors they fet, 

That were all white, faire and great. 

And everychone ride on fide. 

The fadels were of fuche a pride 

With perle and gold fo well begone. 

So riche figh (he never none, 
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In kirtles and in copes riche 

They weren clothed alle aHche 

Departed even of white and blewe 

With alle luftes, that fiie knewe. 

They were embrouded over all, 

Her bodies weren longe and fmall. 

The beaute fair upon her face 

It may none erthly thing deface, 

Corounes on her hede they here 

As eche of hem a quene were, 

That all the golde of Crefus halle 

The lefte coronall of alle 

Ne might have bought after the worth. 

Thus comen they rJdende forth. 

The kinges doughter, which this figh, 

For pure abaslhe drewe her adrigh 

And helde her clofe under a bough 

And let hem paflen ftille inough. 

For as her thought in her avife, 

To hem that weren of fuche a price 

She was nought worthy to axen there. 

Fro whenne they come, or what they were, 

But lever than this worldes good 

She wolde have wift how that it ftood 

And put her hede a litel out. 

And as fhe loked her aboute. 

She figh comend under the llnde 

A woman upon an hors behinde. 

The hors, on which ftie rode, was black. 

All lene and galled upon the back 
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^nd halted, as he were encloied, 
Wherof the woman was annoied. 
Thus was the hors in fory pHght, 
But for all that a fterre whit 
Amiddes in her front fhe hadde. 
Her fadel eke was wonder badde. 
In which the wofull woman fat. 
And netheles there was with that 
A riche brldel for the nones 
Of golde and precioufe ftones. 
Her cote was fomdele to-tore. 
About her middel twenty fcore 
Of horfe halters and well mo 
There hingen ate time tho. 
Thus whan (he came the lady nigh. 
Than toke fhe better hede and figh 
The woman fair was of vifage, 
Frefh, lufty, yong and tendre of age. 
And fo this lady, there (he flood. 
Bethought her well and underflood. 
That this, which came ridende tho, 
Tidinges couth telle of tho, 
Whiche as fhe figh to-fore ride. 
And put her forth and praide abide 
And faid : Ha fufter, let me here. 
What ben they, that riden now here 
And ben fo richely arraied ? 
This woman, which came fo efmaied, 
Anfwerde with full fofte fpeche 
And faid : Madame, I fhall you teche. 
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Thefe are of tho, that whilom were 
Servaunts to love and trouthe here. 
There as they had their hertes fette. 
Fare well, for I may nought be lette. 
Madame, I go to my fervice. 
So muft I hafte in alle wife 
Forthy madame, yif me leve. 
I may nought longe with you leve. 

Ha, gode fuller, yet I prey. 
Tell me, why ye be fo befey 
And with thefe halters thus begone ? 

Madame, whilom I was one. 
That to my fader hadde a king. 
But I was Howe and for no thing 
Me lifte nought to love obey. 
And that I now full fore abey. 
For I whilom no love hadde. 
My hors is now feble and badde 
And all to-tore is min array. 
And every yere this fresfhe may 
Thefe lufty ladies ride aboute, 
And I muft nedes fue her route 
In this maner, as ye now fe 
And trufle her halters forth with mc 
And am but as her horfe knave. 
None other office I ne have. 
Hem thenketh I am worthy no more. 
For I was flowe in loves lore. 
Whan I was able for to lere 
And wolde nought the tales here 
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Of hem, that coulhen love techc. 

Now tell me than, I you befeche, 
Wherof that nche bridel I'erveth ? 
With that her chere away flic fwcrveth 
And gan to wepe and thus (he tolde : 
This bridel, which ye now beholde. 
So riche upon min horfe hed, 
Madame, afore er I was dede. 
Whan I was in my lufly \i{e. 
There fell into min hert a flrife 
Of love, which me overcome, 
So that therafter hede I nome 
And thought I wolde love a knight. 
That lafte well a fourtenight. 
For it no lenger mighte lafte. 
So nigh my life was ate lafle. 
But nowe alas to late ware 
That I ne had him loved ere. 
For deth cam fo in hafte byme, 
Er I therto had any time, 
That it ne mighte ben acheved. 
But for all that I am releved 
Of that my will was good therto 
That love fuffreth it be fo. 
That I (hall fuch a bridel were. 
Nowe have ye herd all min anfwere, 
To god, madame, I you betake. 
And warneth alle for my fake. 
Of love that they be nought idel 
And bid hem thcnke upon my bridel. 
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And with that worde all fodeinly 
She pafleth as it were a fkie 
All clene out of this ladies fight- 
And the for fere her herte aflight 
And faide to her felf : Helas ! 
I am right in the fame cas. 
But if I live after this day, 
I fhall amende it if I may. 
And thus homward this lady went 
And chaungcd all her firft entent 
Within her herte and gan to fwere. 
That Ihe no halters wolde here. 

Lo fone, here might thou taken hede. 
How idelnefle is for to drede, 
Nameliche of love, as I have write. 
For thou might underftonde and wite, 
Among the gentil nacion 
Love is an occupacion. 
Which for to kepe his luftes fave 
Shold every gentil herte have, 
For as the lady was chaftifed, 
e Right fo the knight may ben avifed. 
Which idel is and woU nought ferve 
To love, he may parcas deferve 
A greater peine than flie hadde. 
Whan flie aboute with her laddc 
The horfe halters, and forthy 
Good is to be ware therby. 
But for to loke aboven alle 
Thefe maidens how fo it falle. 
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hey (hulden take enfample of this, 
Whiche I have tolde forfoth it is. 
My lady Venus, whom I ferve, 
What woman well her thank deferve 
She may nought thilke love elchue 
Of paramours, but (he mot fue 
Cupides lawe, and netheles 
Men (cnc fuch love ielde in pees. 
That it nis ever upon afpie 
Of jangling and of fals envie. 
Full ofte medled with difefe. 
But thilke love is well at efe. 
Which fet is upon mariage. 
For that dare Ihewen the vifage 
In alle places openly. 
A great merveile it is forthy. 
How that a maiden wolde lette. 
That flie her time ne befette 
To hafte unto that ilke fefte, 
Wherof the love is all honefte. 
Men may recover lofs of good. 
But fo wife man yet never ftood. 
Which may recover time ilore. 
So may a maiden well therfore 
Enfample take, of that fhe ftraungeth 
Her love and longe er that (he chaungeth 
Her herte upon her luftes grene 
To mariage, as it is fene. 
For thus a yere or two or thre 
She lefte, er that (he wedded be, 



Hie ponil eiemplum 
fiipcr eodcm et tiat- 
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While flie the charge mighte here 
Of children^ which the world forbere 
Ne may, but if it (hulde faile. 
But what maiden that in her fpoufaile 
Wol tarie, whan Ihe take may, 
She {hall perchaunce an other day 
Be let, whan that her leveft were, 
Wherof a tale unto her ere, 
Whiche is coulpable upon this dede, 
I thenke telle of that I rede. 
I Among the Jewes, as men tolde, 
There was whilom by dales olde 
A noble duke, which Jepte hight. 
And fell, he Ihulde go to fight 
Ayein Amon the cruel kinge. 
And for to fpeke upon this thinge 
Within his herte he made a vow 
To god and faid : Ha lorde, if thou 
Wolt graunt unto thy man vidtoire, 
I (hall in token of thy mcmoire 
The firfte life, that I may fe. 
Of man or woman, where it be, 
Anone as I come home ayeine. 
To the, which art god foverein, 
Sleen in thy name and facrifie. 
And thus with his chivalrie 
He goth him forth, fo as he (holde. 
And wanne all that he winne wolde 
And overcame his fomen alle. 
May no man lette, that fiiall falle. 
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This duke a lufty doughter had. 
And fame, which the wordes fprad. 
Hath brought unto this ladies ere. 
How that her fader hath don there. 
She waiteth upon his cominge 
With daunfinge and with carolinge 
As flie, that woldc be to-fore 
All other, and fo (he was therfore 
In Mafphat at her faders gate 
The 6rft, and whan he cam ther at 
And figh his doughter, he to-braide 
His clothes and wepend he faide : 
O mighty god among us here. 
Now wot I that in no manere 
This worldes joie may be pleine. 
I had all that I couthe faine 
Ayein my fomen by thy grace. 
So whan I came toward this place 
There was no gladder man than I. 
But now, my lorde, all fodeinly 
My joie is torned into forwe. 
For I my doughter (hall to morwe 
To-hewe and brenne in thy fervice 
To loenge of thy facrifice 
Through min avowe, fo as it is. 
The maiden, whan (he wift of this 
And figh the forwe her fader made. 
So as (he may with wordes glade 
Comforted him and bad him holdc 
His covenaunt, which he is beholde 
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Towardes god, as he behight. 

But netheles her herte aflight 

Of that Ihe figh her deth comende. 

And than unto the grounde kneleiide 

To-fore her fader flie is falle 

And faith, fo as it is befalle 

Upon this point, that {he fliall deie. 

Of thing firft fhe wolde him prey. 

That forty daies of refpite 

He wolde her graunt upon this pHght, 

That flie the while may bewepe 

Her maidenhede, which (he to kepe 

So longe hath had, and nought be fet 

Wherof her lully youth is let. 

That (he no children hath forth drawe 

In raariage after the lawe. 

So that the people is nought encrefed. 

But that it mighte be relefed. 

That (lie her time hath lore fo. 

She wolde by his leve go 

With other maidens to compleigne 

And afterward unto the peine 

Of deth (he wolde come ayein. 

The fader herde his doughter fain. 

And therupon of one aiTent 

The maidens weren anone afTent, 

That fliulden with this maiden wende. 

So for to fpeke unto this ende 

They gone the downes and the dales 

With weping and with wofull tales, 
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And every wight her maidenhede 

Compleigneth upon thiike nede. 

That flic no children hadde bore, 

Wherof ihe hath her youthe lore, 

Which never (he recover may. 

For fo fell, that her lafte day 

Was come, in which (he fhulde take 

Her deth, which flie may nought forfake. 

Lo, thus (he deiede a wofull maide 

For thiike caufe, which I faide. 

As thou haft underftonde above. 

My fader, as toward the love t 

Of maidens for to telle trouthe, 
Ye have thiike vice of flouthe 
Me thenketh right wonder wel declared, 
That ye the women have nought fpared 
Of hem that tarien fo behinde. 
But yet it falleth in my minde 
Toward the men, how that ye fpeke 
Of hem that woll no travail feke 
In caufe of love upon deferte 
To fpeke in wordes (b coverte, 
I not what travail that ye ment. 

My fone, and after min entent < 

I woll the telle, what I thought, 
How whilom men her loves bought 
Through great travaile in ftraunge londes. 
Where that they wroughten with herhondes 
Of armes many a worthy dede 
In fondry places, as men may rede. 
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, ^em prsbat armorum probitas Fenus approbat, el qutm 
Torpor habet rrprobum rtprobat ilia virum. 
Fecen fegnides in/tgnia mfcii amsrjs. 

Nam piger ad bravium tardius ipfe venit. 

That every love of pure kinde 
Is firft forth drawe, well I iinde. 
But nethelefs yet over this 
Deferte doth fo, that it is 
The rather had in many place. 
Forthy who fecheth loves grace. 
Where that thefe worthy women are. 
He may nought than him felve fpare 
Upon his travail for to ferve, 
Wherof that he may thank deferve. 
Where as thefe men of armes be 
Sometime over the grete fee. 
So that by londe and eke by fliip 
He mot travaile for worfhip 
And make many haftif rodes, 
Somtime in Prufe, fomtime in Rodes 
And fome time into Tartaric, 
So that thefe heralds on him crie : 
Vailant, vailant, lo, where he goth. 
And than he yiveth hem golde and cloth, 
So that his fame mighte fpringe 
And to his ladies ere bringe 
Some tiding of his worthinefle. 
So that fhe might of his proweffe 
Of that (he herde men recorde 
The better unto his love accordc 
And daunger put out of her mood, 
Whan alle men recorden good. 
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And that (he wot well for her fake. 
That he no travail well forfake. 

My fone, of this travaile I mene i 

Now fhrif the, for it fhall be fene. 
If thou art idel in this cas. 

My fader ye, and ever was 
For as me thenketh truely, 
That every man doth more than I 
As of this point, and if fo is. 
That I have ought fo done er this. 
It is fo litel of accompt. 
As who faith it may nought amount 
To winne of love his lufty yifte. 
For this I telle you in fhrifte, 
That me were lever her love winne 
Than Kaire and all that is therinnc. 
And for to fleen the hethen alle 
I not what good there mighte falle. 
So mochel blood though ther be fhad. 
This finde I writen how Crift bad. 
That no man other (hulde flee. 
What fiiulde I winne over the fee. 
If I my lady loft at home ? 
But pafle they the falte fome. 
To whom Crift bad they Ihulden preche 
To all the world and his feith teche. 
But now they rucken in her neft 
And reften as hem liketh beft 
In all the fweteneife of delices. 
Thus they defenden us the vices 
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And fit hem felven all amidde, 

To fleen and fighten they us bidde 

Hem whom they ihuld, as the boke faith. 

Converter! unto Criiles feith. 

But herof have I great merveile. 

How they wol bidde me traveile. 

A Sarazin if I Ilee fhall, 

I flee the foule forth withall. 

And that was never Criftes lore. 

But now ho there, I fay no more. 

But I woll Ipeke upon my fhrifte 

And to Cupide I make a yifte, 

That who as ever pris deferve 

Of armes I wol love ferve, 

As though I fhuld hem bothe kepe, 

Als well yet wolde I take kepe, 

Whan it were time to abide 

And for to travaile and for to ride. 

For how as ever a man laboure, 

Cupide appointed hath his houre. 

For I have herde tell alfo, 
Achilles left his armes fo 
Both of him felf and of his men 
At Troie for Polixenen 
Upon her love whan he felle. 
That for no chaunce that befelle 
Among the Grekes or up or down 
He wolde nought ayein the town 
Ben armed for the love of her. 
And fo me thenketh, leve fir. 
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A man of armes may him refte 
Somtime in hope for the befle. 
If he may finde a werre ner. 
What fhulde I thanne go fo fer 
In ftraunge londes many a mile 
To ride and lefe at home there while 
My love, it were a fhort beyete 
To winne chaffe and lefe whete. 
But if my lady bide wolde. 
That I for her love fholde 
Travail, me thenketh truely, 
I mighte flee through out the iky 
And go through out the depe fee. 
For all ne fette I at a (Ire, 
What thank that I might elles gete. 
What helpeth a man have mete, 
Where drinke lacketh on the borde. 
What helpeth any mannes worde 
To fay howe I travaile faftc. 
Where as me faileth ate lafl:e 
That thing, whiche I travaile fore. 
O in good time were he bore. 
That might atteigne fiiche a mede. 
But certes if I mighte fpede 
With any maner befinelTe, 
Of worldes travail than I geife 
There fhulde me none ideUliip 
Departen from her lady/hip. 
But this I fe on dales now. 
The blinde god 1 wot nought how 
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Cupido, which of love is lorde. 

He fet the thinges in difcorde, 

That they that left to love entende 

Full ofte he woll hem yive and fende 

Moft of his grace, and thus I finde. 

That he that fliolde go behinde» 

Goth many a time fer to-fore. 

So wote I nought right well therfore. 

On whether bord that I Ihall failc. 

Thus can I nought my felf counfeile, 

But all I fet on aventure 

And am, as who faith, out of cure 

For ought that I can fay or do. 

For evermore I finde it fo, 

The more hefinefle I lay. 

The more that I knele and pray 

With gode wordes and with fofte. 

The more I am refufed ofte 

With hefinefle and may nought winne, 

And in good feith that is great finne. 

For I may fay of dede and thought. 

That idel man have I be nought. 

For how as ever that I be deflaied. 

Yet evermore I have aflaied. 

But though my befineflTe lafte. 

All is but idel ate lafl:e, 

For whan iheffeift is idelnefle, 

I not what thing is hefinefle. 

Say what availeth all the dede, 

Which nothing helpeth ate nede ? 
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'For the fortune of every fame 
Shall of his ende here a name. 
And thus for ought is yet befalle. 
An idel man I woll me calle 
As after min entendement. 
But upon your amendement, 
Min holy fader, as you femeth 
My refon and my caufe demeth. 

My fone, I have herde of thy matere. 
Of that thou haft the fhriven here. 
And for to fpeke of idel fare 
Me femeth that thou tharfl nought care. 
But only that thou might nought fpede. 
And therof, fone, I woll the rede, 
Abide and hafte nought to faJle, 
Thy dedes ben every day to carte. 
Thou noft, what chaunce Ihall betide. 
Better Is to waite upon the tide 
Than rowe ayein the ftremes ftronge. 
For though fo be the thenketh longe, 
Parcas the revolucion 
Of heven and thy condiclon 
Ne be nought yet of one accorde. 
But I dare make this recorde 
To Venus, whofe preft that I am, 
That fithen that I hider cam 
To here, as ftie me bad, thy life, 
Wherof thou elles be giltife. 
Thou might herof thy confcience 
Excufe and of great diligence. 
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Which thou to love haft fo dirpended. 
Thou oughtefl wel to be comended. 
But if fo be that there ought faile 
Of that thou floutheft to travaile 
In armes for to ben abfent, 
And for thou makeft an argument 
Of that thou faideft here above. 
How Achilles through flrength of love 
His armes lefte for a throwe. 
Thou (halt an other tale knowe, 
Whiche is contrarie, as thou flialt wite. 
For this a man may finde write, 
Whan that knightbode (hall be werred, 
Luft may nought thanne be preferred. 
The bed mot thanne be forfake 
And fhield and fpere on honde take. 
Which thing Ihall make hem after glad. 
Whan they be worthy knightes made, 
Wherof, fo as it cometh to honde, 
A tale thou flialt underftonde. 
How that a knight fliall armes fue. 
And for the while his efe efchue. 
Hie dkit, quod amo- Upon knighthodc I rede thus, 
pofito miles armaTua How whiloin whan the king Nanplus, 

prefcrre debet, et po- »-i-.i r i rn ^ •^ 

nit exempium de u- ■• "£ fader oi ralamidcs, 
r pm7t.^a° Came for to preien Ulixes 
" P^'iopf, "- With other Gresois eke alfo, 
fet, Nanpiui pater That he with hem to Troie eo, 

Palamcdi* cum tautis , ,. t. ? 

fermonibm aUocuius Where that the fiege mulde be, 

eft, quod Ulixes thoro . n i 

fue eonjugis reiiao Anone upon renelope. 
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His wife, whom that he loveth hote, 

Thenkend, wolde hem nought behote. 

But he (hope than a wonder wile, 

How that he fliulde hem beft beguile. 

So that he mighte dwelle flille 

At home and weld his love at wiUe, 

Wherof eriy the morwe day 

Out of his bed, where that he lay. 

Whan he was up, he gan to fare 

Into the felde and loke and ftare 

As he, which feigneth to be wode. 

He toke a plough, where that it ftood, 

Wherin anone in flede of oxes 

He let do yoken grete foxes 

And with great fait the londe he fewe. 

But Nanplus, which the caufe knewe, 

Ayein the fleighte, which he feigneth. 

Another fleight anone ordeigneth. 

And fell that time Ulixes hadde 

A child to fone, and Nanplus radde, 

How men that Tone take fholde 

And fetten him upon the molde. 

Where that his fader held the plough 

In thilke furgh, which he tho drough. 

For in fuch wife he thought aflay, 

Howe it Ulixes ftiulde pay, 

If that he were wode or none. 

The knightes for this child forth gone, 

Telemacus anone was fette 

To-fore the plough and even fette. 
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Where that his fader fhulde drive. 
But whan he figh his childe as blive. 
He drof the plough out of the way. 
And Nanplus tho began to fay 
And hath half in a jape cried : 
• O Ulixes, thou art afpied, 
What is all this thou woldelt mene ? 
For openlich it is now fene. 
That thou haft feigned all this thing, 
Which is great fliame to a king. 
Whan that for luft of any flouthe 
Thou wolt in a quarel of trouthe 
Of armes thilke honour forfake 
And dwelle at home for loves fake. 
For better it were honour to winne 
Than love, which Hkinge is inne. 
Forthy take worfhip upon honde 
And elles thou Ihalt underftonde 
Thefe other worthy kinges allc 
Of Grece, which unto the calle, 
Towardes the wol be right wroth 
And greve the par chaunce both. 
Which fiiall be to the double fhame 
Moft for the hindringe of thy name. 
That thou for flouthe of any love 
Shalt fo thy luftes fet above 
And leve of armes the knighthode, 
Whiche is the prife of thy manhode 
And oughte firft to be defired. 

But he, which had his herte fired. 
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Jpon his wife, whan he this herd, 
Nought o word there ayein anfwerd, 
But torneth home halving afhamed 
And hath within him felf fo tamed 
His herte, that all the fotie 
Of love for chivalrie 
He lefte, and be him leef or loth 
To Troie with hem forth he goth. 
That he him mighte nought excufe. 
Thus ftant it, if a knight refufe 
The luft of armes to travaile. 
There may no worldes efe availe, 
But if worfhipe be with all. 
And that hath (hewed overall, 
For it fit wel in alle wife 
A knight to ben of high emprife 
And putten alle drede away, 
For in this wile I have herd fay, 

The worthy knight Prothefalay 
On his paflage where he lay 
Towardes Troie thilke fiege 
She which was all his owne liege 
Laodomie his lufty wife. 
Which for his love was penfife 
As he whiche all her herte hadde. 
Upon a thing, wherof fhe dradde, 
A letter for to make him dwelle 
Fro Troie, fend him thus to telle, 
How (he hath axed of the wife 
Touchend of him in fuche a wife, 
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That they have done her underftonde 
Towardes other how fo it ftonde. 
The deftine it hath fo fhape. 
That he (hall nought the deth efcape 
In cas that he arrive at Troy. 
Forthy as to her worldes joy 
With all her herte fhe him preide 
And many another caufe alleide. 
That he with her at home abide. 
But he hath cafl her letter afide 
As he, which tho no maner hede 
Toke of her wommanifche drede 
And forth he goth, as nought ne were. 
To Troy, and was the firfte there, 
Which londeth and toke arrivaile. 
For him was lever in the bataile 
He faith to deien as a knight 
Than for to live in all his might 
And be reproved of his name. 
Lo, thus upon the worldes fame 
Knighthode hath ever yet befet. 
Which with no cowardis is let. 
■■ Of kinge Saul alfo I 6nde, 
c Whan Samuel out of his kinde, 
Through that the Phitonefle hath lered. 
In Samarie was arered 
Long time after that he was dede. 
The kinge Saul him axeth rede, 
If that he fhall go fight or none. 
And Samuel him faid anone : 
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The firfte day of the bataile 

Thou (halt be (lain withoute faile 

And Jonathas thy fone alfo. 

But how as ever it felle fo, 

This worthy knight of his corage 

Hath undertake the viage 

And wolde nought his knighthode let. 

For no perill he couthe fet, 

Wherof that bothe his fone and he 

Upon the mounte of Gelboe 

Aflemblen with her enemies. 

For they knighthode of fuch a pris 

By olde daies thanne helden, 

That they none other thing behelden. 

And thus the fader for worfhip 

Forth with his fone of felafhip 

Through luft of armes weren dede 

As men may in the bible rede, 

They whos knighthode is yet in minde 

And (hall be to the worldes ende. 

And for to loken overmore j 

It hath and (hall ben evermore, i 

That of knighthode the prowe(re J 

Is grounded upon hardie(re 
Of him that dare wel undertake. 
And who that wolde enfample take 
Upon the forme of knightes lawe, 
How that Achilles was forth drawe 
With Chiro, which Centaurus hight, iJiiencia 

Of many a wonder here he might. 
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ftmo- For it flood thilke time thus, 



That this Chiro this Centaurus 
Within a large wildernefle, 
Where was Icon and leonefle. 
The lepard and the tigre alfo 
With hert and hinde, buk and doo. 
Had his dwelHng, as tho befell. 
Of Peleon upon the hill, 
Wherof was thanne mochel fpeche. 
There hath Chiro this child to teche. 
What time he was of twelve yere age, 
Wherfore to maken his corage 
The more hardy by other wey. 
In the foreft to hunt and pley 
Whan that Achilles walke wolde, 
Centaurus bad that he ne fholde 
After no befte make his chas. 
Which wolde fleen out of his place 
As buk and doo and hert and hinde. 
With which he may no werre finde. 
But tho, that wolden him withftonde. 
There fhuld he with his dart on honde 
Upon the tigre and the leon 
Purchace and make his venifon. 
As to a knight is accordaunt. 
And therupon a covenaunt 
This Chiro with Achilles fet. 
That every day withouten let 
He fhulde fuch a cruel befte 
Or fie or wounden ate lefte, 
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So that he might a token bring 
Of blood upon his home coming. 
And thus of that Chiro him taught 
Achilles fuch an herte caught. 
That he no more a leon drad. 
Whan he his dart on honde had. 
Than if a leon were an afle. 
And that hath made him for to paffe 
All other knlghtes of his dede. 
Whan it cam the grete nede. 
As it was afterward wel knowe. 

Lo, thus, my fone, thou might knowe Coofeiibr. 
That the corage of hardieffe 
Is of knighthode the proweiTe, 
Which is to love fuffifaunt 
Aboven all the remenaunt. 
That unto loves court purfue. 
But who that wol no flouth efchue 
Upon knighthode and nought travaile, 
I not what love him fliuld availe, 
But every labour axeth why 
Of fome reward, wherof that I 
Enfamples couthe tel inough 
Of hem, that toward love drough 
By olde daies, as they ftiulde. 

My fader, therof here I wolde. Amans. 

My fone, it is wel refonable Confeffor. 

In place, which is honourable. 
If that a man his herte fette. 
That than he for no flouthe lette 
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Hie dicit, quod miln 

amplexu dignus efK- 
ciatur, eventua bcUi- 
cos vifloriofus am- 
pleaeredebel.etnar- 
rat, qualiter Hercules 
et Achclous p ropier 
DeUniram Calidonie 
regis tUiam iingulare 
dudlum adinvicem 

Hercules exiftens ar- 



To do what longeth to manhede. 
For if thou wolt the bokes rede 
Of Launcelot and other mo, 
There might thou feen, how it was tho 
Of armes, for they wold atteigne 
To love, which withouten peine 
May nought be get of idelnefle. 
And that I take to witnefle 
An old cronique in fpeciall. 
The whiche into memoriall 
Is write for his loves fake. 
How that a knight flial undertake. 
Ther was a king, which Genes 
Was hote and he under pees 
Held Calidoine in his empire 
And had a doughter Deianire. 
Men wift in thilke time none 
So fair a wight, as ftie was one. 
And as Ihe was a lufty wight. 
Right fo was than a noble knight. 
To whom Mercurie fader was. 
This knight the two pillers of bras. 
The whiche yet a man may finde. 
Set up in the defert of Ynde, 
That was the worthy Hercules, 
Whos name fhall be endeles 
For the merveiles, which he wrought. 
This Hercules the love fought 
Of Deianire, and of his thing 
Unto her fader, which was king. 
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He fpake touchend of manage. 

The kinge knowend his high lignage 

And drad alio his mightes flerne 

To him ne durft his doughter werne 

And netheles, this he him faide. 

How Achelous er he firft preide 

To wedden her, and in accorde 

They ftood, as it was of recorde. 

But for all that this he him graunteth. 

That which of hem that ether daunteth 

In armes, him (he (hulde take, 

And that the king hath undertake. 

This Achelous was a geaunt, 

A fubtil man, a deceivaunt, 

Which through magique and forcerie 

Couth all the worlde of trecherie. 

And whan that he this tale herde, 

How upon that the king anfwerde. 

With Hercules he mufte feight. 

He trufteth nought upon his fleight 

Al onely, whan it cometh to nede, 

But that, which votdeth alle drede 

And every noble herte ftereth, 

The love, that no life forbereth. 

For his lady, whom he defireth, 

With hardieife his herte fireth. 

And fend him word withcute falle. 

That he woll take the bataile. 

They fetten day, they chofen felde, 

The knightes covered under Ihelde 
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To-gider come at time fette 

And eche one is with other mette. 

It fel they foughten both on foot. 

There was no flone, there was no root. 

Which mighte letten hem the wey, 

But all was voide and take awey. 

They fmiten ftrokes but a fewe, 

For Hercules, which wolde lliewe 

His grete flrengthe as for the nones. 

He ftert upon him all at ones 

And caught him in his armes ftronge. 

This geaunt wote, he may nought longe 

Endure under fo harde bondes. 

And thought he wold out of his hondes 

By fleight in fome maner efcape. 

And as he couthe him felf forfliape, 

In likeneffe of an adder he flipte 

Out of his honde and forth he fkipte 

And efte, as he that iighte wolle. 

He torneth him into a bolle 

And gan to belwe in fuche a foune. 

As though the world fhuld al go doune. 

The grounde he fporneth and he traunceth. 

His large homes he avaunceth 

And caft hem here and there aboute. 

But he, which ftant of hem no double, 

Awaiteth wel whan that he cam 

And him by bothe homes nam 

And all at ones he him cafte 

Unto the grounde and helde him fafte, 
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That he ne mighte with no fleight 
Out of his hond get upon height. 
Till he was overcome and yolde. 
And Hercules hath what he wolde. 
The kinge him graunteth to fulfille 
His axing at his owne wille. 
And Ihe, for whom he hadde ferved, 
Her thought he hath her wel deferved. 
And thus with great defert of armes 
He wan him for to ligge in armes 
As he, which hath It dere abought. 
For otherwife fliuld he nought. 

And over this if thou wol here 
Upon knighthode of this matere, 
How love and armes ben acqueinted, 
A man may fe both write and peinted 
So ferforth, that Pentafilee, 
Which was the queue of Femin.ee, 
The love of Hedtor for to feke 
And for honour of armes eke 
To Troie cam with fpere and fhelde 
And rode her felf into the felde 
With maidens armed all aroute 
In refcoulTe of the town aboute, 
Which with the Gregois was belein. 

Fro Paflagoine as men fein, 
Which flant upon the worldes ende. 
That time it liked eke to wende 
Philemenis, which was kinge. 
To Troie, and came upon this thinge 
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: In helpe of tJiilke noble town, 
: And all was that for the renoun 
Of worJhip and of worldes fame, 
Of whiche he wolde here a name. 
And fo he did and forth with all 
He wan of love in fpeciall 
A fair tribut for evermo. 
For it fell thilke time fo, 
Pirrus the fone of Achilles 
This worthy quene among the pres, 
With dedely fwerd fought out and fonde 
And flough her with his owne honde, 
Wherof this king of Paflagoine 
Pentafilee of Amazoine, 
Where (he was quene, with him ladde 
With fuche maidens as fhe hadde 
Of hem that were left alive 
Forth in his fhip, til they arrive, 
Where that the body was begrave 
With worfhip, and the women fave. 
And for the goodfliip of this dede 
They graunten him a lufty mede. 
That every yere for his truage 
To him and to his heritage 
Of maidens fair he fhall have thre. 
And in this wife fpedde he. 
Which the fortune of amies fought. 
With his travaile his efe he bought, 
For other wife he fhulde have failed, 
If that he hadde nought travailed. 
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Eneas eke within Itaile 
Ne had he wonne the bataile 


Nota pro to, quod ^ 
Eneas rcgein Tur- I 
nuinin bcUodevi- ■ 


And done his might lb befily 
Ayein king Turne his enemy, 
He hadde nought Lavine wonne, 


dr^anroluiiiaino- 1 

regnum Ilalie libi ■ 
fu&jugatum obti- J 


But for he hath him over ronne 
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And gete his pris, he gat her love. 

By thefe enfamples here above 
Lo, now my fone, as I have told. 


■ 


Thou might wel fe, who that is bold 
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And bar travaile and undertake 


^^H 


The caufe of love, he fhall be take 


^^H 


The rather unto loves grace. 
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For comunliche in worthy place 


^^H 


The women loven worthinelTe 


^^H 


Of manhode and of gentilefle, 


^^1 


For the gentils ben moft defired. 


■ 


My fader, but I were enfpired 
Through lore of you, I wot no way. 
What gentilefle is for to fay, 
Wherof to telle I you befeche. 


Amans. 

Hie dicit, quod 

gtntrofi in amoris 

caufifepiusprafcr- 

vantur, liipcr quo 

Querit amanB, quid 

lit gene roll tas, cui- 


The ground, my fone, for to feche 
Upon this diffinicion 
The worldes conftitucion 


us veritatciti quef- 

tionis confelTor per 

finEula diffolvic. 

ConfefTor. . 


Hath fet the name of gentilefle 


^^H 


Upon the fortune of richefle. 


^^H 


Which of long time is falle in age. 


^^H 


Than is a man of high lignage 
After the forme as thou might here. 


■ 


But no thing after the matere. 


J 
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For who that refon underftond 
Upon richefle it may nought ftond, 
For that is thing, which faileth ofte. 
For he that ftant to day alofte 
And all the worlde hath in his wones. 
To morwe he faileth all at ones 
Out of richeffc into pouerte. 
So that therof is no deferte. 
Which gentilefle maketh abide. 
And for to loke on other fide 
How that a gentilman is bore, 
Adam, whiche alle was to-fore 
With Eve his wife, as of hem two. 
All was aliche gentil tho. 
So that of generacion 
To make declaracion, 
There may no gentilefle be. 
For to the refon if we fe 
Of mannes birthe the mefure, 
It is fo comun to nature. 
That it yiveth every man aliche. 
As well to the pouer as to the riche. 
For naked they ben bore bothe. 
The lorde hath no more for to clotlie 
As of him felf that ilke throwe, 
Than hath tbe pouereft of the rowe. 
And whan they fiiuUen bothe pafle, 
I not of hem whiche hath the lafle 
Of worldes good, but as of charge 
The lorde is more for to charge, 
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Whan god fhall his accompte here, 
For he hath had his luftes here. 
But of the body, which (hall dele, 
AH though there be diverfc wey 
To deth, yet is there but one ende, 
To which that every man fliall wende 
As well the begger as the lorde 
Of o nature, of one accorde. 
She, which our olde moder is. 
The erthe bothe that and this 
Receiveth and alich devoureth, 
That ihe to nouther part favoureth. 
So wote I nothing after kinde. 
Where I may gentllefle iinde. 
For lacke of vertue lacketh grace, 
Wherof richefle in many place. 
Whan men beft wene for to ftonde. 
All fodeinly goth out of honde. 
But vertue fet in the corage. 
There may no world be fo falvage, 
Which might it take and done away. 
Till whanne that the body deie. 
And than he fliall be riched fo. 
That it may faile nevermo, 
So that may well be gentilefle. 
Which yiveth fo great a fikernefle, 
For after the condicion 
Of refonable entencion. 
The which out of the Ibule groweth 
And the vertue fro vice knoweth. 
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Wherof a man the vice efchueth 

Withoute flouth and vertue fueth, 

That is a verray gentilman 

And nothing elles, whiche he can, 

Ne which he hath, ne which he may. 

But for all that yet now a day 

In loves court to taken hede. 

The pouer vertue ftiall nought fpede. 

Where that the riche vice woweth. 

For felde it is, that love alloweth 

The gentil man withouten good. 

Though his condition be good. 

But if a man of bothe two 

Be riche and vertuous alfo, 

Than is he well the more worth. 

But yet to put him felve forth 

He muft done his befineffe, 

For nouther good ne gentilefle 

May helpen hem, whiche idel be. 

But who, that woll in his degre 

Travaile fo, as it belongeth. 

It happeth ofte, that he fongeth 

Worfhip and efe bothe two. 

For ever yet it hath be fo. 

That love honeft in fondry wey 

Profiteth, for it doth awey 

The vice, and as the bokes fain, 

It maketh curteis of the vilain 

And to the coward hardiefle 

It yiveth, fo that the verray proweffe 
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Is caufed upon loves reule 

To him that can manhode reule. 

And eke toward the womanhede. 

Who that therof woU taken hede. 

For they the better afFaited be 

In every thlnge, as men may fe. 

For love hath ever his luftes grene 

In gentil folke, as it is fene. 

Which thing there may no kind arefte. 

I trowe, that there Is no befte. 

If he with love Ihulde acqueint, 

That he ne wolde make it queint 

As for the while, that it lafte. 

And thus I conclude ate lafte, 

That they ben idel, as me femeth, 

Whiche unto thing, that love demeth, 

Forflouthen, that they ihulden do. 

And over this, my fone, alfo 

After the vertue morall eke 

To fpeke of love, if I fhall feke. 

Among the holy bokes wife, 

I finde write in fuche a wife 

Who loveth nought is here as dede, i 

For love above all other is hede, t 

Whiche hath the vertues for to lede, 

Of all that unto mannes dede 

Belongeth. For of ideHhip 

He hateth all the felafliip. 

For flouthe is ever to defpife, 

Whiche in difdeigne hath all apprife. 
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And that accordeth nought to man. 
For he that wit and refon can, 
It fit him wel, that he travaile 
Upon fuch thing, which might availe. 
For idelftiip is nought comended. 
But every law it hath defended. 
And in enfample thereupon 
The noble wife Salomon, 
Whiche had of every thinge infight, 
Saith : As the briddes to the flight 
Ben made, {o the man is bore 
To labour, whiche is nought forbore 
To hem, that thenken for to thrive. 
For we, whiche are nowe alive, 
Of hem that befy whilom were 
Als wel in fcole as elles where 
Apoiioiua. Que- Now evcry day enfample take, 
&M*'"ad noTram That if it werc now to make 
dcrfirmam fcri^ta Thing, which that they firft founden out. 
It (holde nought be brought about. 
Her lives thanne were longe. 
Her wittes great, her mightes ftronge. 
Her hertes full of befinefle, 
Wherof the worldes redlnefle 
In body both and in corage 
Slant ever upon his avauntage. 
And for to drawe into memoire 
Her names both and her hiftoire, 
Upon the vertu of her dede 
In fondry bokes thou might rede. 
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W^xpeJit de mambus labar^ ul de otid'ianii 
• Ali'thus ac vita vlven pofcit homo, 
WtSed qui daffrine eaufa fert mente laborer 
PrevaUt tl merita perpetuata parat. 

Of every wifdom the parfit 
The highe god of his fpirit 
Yaf to men in erthe here 
Upon the forme and the matere. 
Of that he wolde make hem wife. 
And thus cam in the firil: apprife 
Of bokes and of alle good 
Through hem, that whilom underftood 
The lore, which to hem was yive, 
Wherof thefe other, that now live, 
Ben every day to lerne new. 
But er the time that men fue 
And that the labour forth it brought, 
There was no corn, though men it fought. 
In none of all the feldes oute. 
And er the wifdom cam aboute 
Of hem, that firft the bokes write. 
This may wel every wife man witc, 
There was great labour eke alfo. 
Thus was none idel of the two. 
That one the plough hath undertake 
With labour, which the hond hath take. 
That other toke to ftudie and mufe 
As he which wolde nought refufe 
The labour of his wittes alle. 
And in this wife it is befalle 
Of labour, which that they begonne. 
We be now taught of that we conne. 
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Her befinefle is yet to fene, 

That it ftant ever aliche grene, 

All be it fo the body deie. 

The name of hem fliall never awey. 

In the cronique as I finde 

Cham, whos labour is yet in minde. 

Was he, which firft the letters fonde 

And wrote In Hebreu with his honde. 

Of natural philofophy 

He found firft alfo the clergy. 

Cadmus the letters of Gregois 

Firft made upon his owne chois. 

Theges of thing, which (hal befalle. 

He was the firft augure of alle. 

And Philemon by the vifage 

Found to defcrive the corage. 

Claudius, Efdras and Sulpices, 

Termegis, Pandulf and Frigidilles, 

Menander, Ephiloquorus, 

Solins, Pandas and Jofephus 

The firfte were of enditours 

Of old cronique and eke auiflours. 

And Herodot in his fcience 

Of metre, of rime and of cadence 

The firfte was of which men note. 

And of mufique alfo the note 

In mannes voife or fofte or fliarpe 

That founde Jubal. And of the harpe 

The mery foune, whiche is to like. 

That founde Paulius forth with phifique. 
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Zeuzis found firft the portreture, 

And Prometheus the fculpture, 

After what forme that hem thought 

The refemblaunce anon they wrought. 

Tubal in iron and in itele 

Found firft the forge and wrought It wele. 

And Jadahel, as faith the boke, 

Firft made nette and fisflies toke. 

Of hunting eke he found the chace. 

Which now is knowe in many place, 

A tent of cloth with corde and ftake 

He fet up firft and did it make. 

Berconius of cokerie 

Firft made the delicacie. 

The craft Minerve of wolle fonde 

And made cloth her owne honde. 

And Delbora made it of line, 

The women were of great engine. 

But thing which yiveth us mete and drinke 

And doth the labour for to fwinke 

To till the londes and fet the vines, 

Wherof the cornes and the wines 

Ben fuftenaunce to mankinde. 

In olde bokes as I finde, 

Saturnus of his owne wit 

Hath founde firft, and more yit 

Of chapmenhode he found the wey 

And eke to coigne the money 

Of fondry metal, as it is 

He was the firfte man of this. 
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But how that metal cam a place 

Through mannes wit and goddes grace 

The route of philofophres wife 

Contreveden by fondry wife, 

Firft for to get it out of mine 

And after for to trie and fine. 

And alfo with great diligence 

They founde thilke experience. 

Which cleped is alconomy, 

Wherof the lilver multiply 

They made and eke the golde alfo. 

And for to telle howe it is fo. 

Of bodies feven in fpeciall 

With foure fplrits joint withall 

Stant the fubftance of this matere. 

The bodies, whiche I fpeke of here. 

Of the pianettes ben begonne. 

The golde is titled to the fonne. 

The mone of filver hath his part. 

And iron that ftond upon Mart, 

The leed after Satorne groweth. 

And Jupiter the brafs beftoweth. 

The copper fet is to Venus, 

And to his part Mercurius 

Hath the quick filver, as it falleth. 

The whiche after the boke it calleth 

Is firft of thilke foure named 

Of fpirites, which ben proclaimed. 

And the fpirit, whiche is fecounde 

In fal armoniak is founde. 
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The thridde fpirit fulphur is. 

The forth fuende after this 

Arcennicum by name is hote. 

With blowing and with fires hote 

In thefe thinges, whiche I fay. 

They worchen by diverfe way. 

For as the philofophre tolde, 

Of golde and filver they ben holde 

Two principal extremities. 

To whiche all other by degrees 

Of the metalles ben accordaunt. 

And fo through kinde refemblaunt. 

That what man couthe awaie take 

The raft, of which they waxen blacke, 

And the favour of the hardnefle. 

They (hulden take the likenefle 

Of golde or filver parfitly. 

But for to worche it fikerly 

Betwene the corps and the fpirit, 

Er that the metall be parfil. 

In feven formes it is fet 

Of all. And if that one be let. 

The remenaunt may nought availe, 

But other wife it may nought faile. 

For they, by whom this art was founde. 

To every point a certain bounde 

Ordeignen, that a man may finde 

This craft is wrought by wey of kinde 

So that there is no fallas inne. 

But what man that this werk beginne. 
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He mot awaite at every tide. 

So that nothing be left afide. 

Firft of the diftillation 

Forth with the congelation 

Solucion, difcention 

And kepe in his entention 

The point o f fublimation» 

And forth with calcination 

Of verray approbation 

Do that there be fixation 

With tempred hetes of the fire. 

Till he the parfit elixir 

Of thilke philofophres ftone 

May gete, of which that many one 

Of philofophres whilom write. 

And if thou wolt the names wite 

Of thilke ftone with other two, 

Whiche as the clerkes maden tho. 

So as the bokes it recorden. 

The kinde of hem I (hall recorden. 

Thefe olde philofophres wife 
By wey of kinde in fondry wife 
Thre ftones made through clergy. 
The firfte If I Ihall fpecify. 
Was cleped vegetabilis. 
Of which the propre vertue is 
To mannes hele for to ferve 
As for to kepe and to preferve 
The body fro fikenefles alle. 
Till deth of kinde upon him falle. 
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he ftone feconde I the behote 
Is lapis anlmalis bote. 
The whofe vertue is propre and couth 
For ere and eye and nafe and mouth, 
Wherof a man may here and fe 
And fmelle and tafte in his degre. 
And for to fele and for to go 
It helpeth a man, of bothe two 
The wittes five he underfongeth 
To kepe, as it to him belongeth. 

The thridde flone in fpeciall 
By name Is cleped minerall. 
Which the metalles of every mine 
Attempreth, till that they ben fine. 
And pureth hem by fuch a wey. 
That all the vice goth awey 
Of rufl, of flinke and of hardnefle. 
And whan they ben of fuch clennelTe, 
This minerall, (o as I finde, 
Transformeth all the firfte kinde 
And maketh hem able to conceive 
Through his vertue and receive 
Both in fubftaunce and in figure 
Of golde and filver the nature. 
For they two ben thextremites. 
To whiche after the propreties 
Hath every metal his defire 
With helpe and comfort of the fire 
-Forth with this ftone, as it Is faid, 
hWhich to the fonne and mone is laid. 
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For to the redde and to the white 

This ftone hath power to profile. 

It maketh multipHcation 

Of golde and the fixation 

It caufeth, and of his habite 

He doth the werke to be parfite 

Of thilke elixir, which men calle 

Alconomy, as is befalle 

To hem, that whilom were wife. 

But nowe it ftant all otherwife. 

They fpeken faft of thilke ftone. 

But how to make it, now wot none 

After the fothe experience. 

And netheles great diligence 

They fetten up thilke dede 

And fpillen more than they fpede. 

For alle way they finde a lette. 

Which bringeth in pouerte and dette 

To hem, that riche were afore. 

The lofs is had, the lucre is lore, 

To get a pound they fpenden five, 

I not how fuch a craft Ihall thrive 

In the maner as it is ufed. 

It were better be refufed 

Than for to worchen upon wene 

In thing, which ftant nought as they wene. 

But nought forthy, who that it knewe, 

The fcience of him felf is trewe 

Upon the forme, as it was founded, 

Wherof the names yet be grounded 
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Of hem, that firft it founden out. 
And thus the fame goth about 
To fuch as foughten befinefie 
Of vertue and of worthinefle, 
Of whom if I the names calle, 
Hermes was one the firft of alle. 
To whom this art is moft applied. 
Geber therof was magnified 
And Ortolan and Morien, 
Among the which is Avicen, 
Which found and wrote a great partie 
The pradtique of alconomie. 
Whofe bokes pleinly, as they ftonde 
Upon this craft, few underftonde. 
But yet to put hem in aflay. 
There ben full many now a day. 
That knowen Htel what they menc. 
It is nought one to wite and wene. 
In forme of wordes they it trete. 
But yet they failen of beyete. 
For of to moche or of to Hte 
There is algate found a wite. 
So that they folwe nought the line 
Of the parfite medicine. 
Which grounded is upon nature. 
But they that writen the fcripture 
Of Greke, Arabe and of Caldee, 
They were of fuche au(florite. 
That they firft founden out the way 
Of all that thou haft herd me fay. 



90 CONFESSIO AMANTIS. 

Wherof the cronique of her lore 
Shall ftonde in prife for evermore. 
But toward oure marches here 
Of the Latins, if thou wolt here 
Of hem that whilom vertuous 
Were and therto laborious. 
Garment made of her engine 
The firfte letters of Latine, 
Of which the tunge Remain cam, 
Wherof that Ariftarchus nam 
Forth with Donat and Dindimns 
The firfte reule of fcole, as thus 
How that Latin fhall be compouned 
And in what wife it fiiall be founed. 
That every word in his degre 
Shall ftond upon congruite. 
And thilke time at Rome alfo 
Was Tullius Cicero, 
That writeth upon rethorique. 
How that men ftiuld her wordes pike 
After the forme of eloquence, 
Which is, men fain, a great prudence. 
And after that out of Hebrew 
Jerome, which the langage knew. 
The bible, in which the lawe is clofed. 
Into Latine he hath tranfpofed. 
And many an other writer eke 
Out of Caldee, Arabe and Greke 
With great labour the bokes wife 
Tranflateden. And otherwife 
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: Latins of hem felf alfo 
Her ftudy at thilke time fo 
With great travaile of fcole toke 
In fondry forme for to boke. 
That we may take her evidences 
Upon the lore of the fciences. 
Of craftes bothe and of clergie. 
Among the whiche in poefie 
To the lovers Ovide wrote 
And taught, if love be to bote. 
In what maner it fhulde akele. 

Forthy my fone, if that thou fele. 
That love wringe the to fore. 
Behold Ovide and take his lore. 

My fader, if they mighte fpede 
My love, I wolde his bokes rede. 
And if they techen to reftreigne 
My love, it were an idel peine 
To lerne a thing which may nought be. 
For lich unto the grene tre. 
If that men take his root awey. 
Right fo min herte (hulde deie. 
If that my love be withdrawe. 
Wherof touchend unto this fawe 
There is but onely to purfue 
My love and idelfhip efcheue. 

My gode fone, foth to fay, 
If there be fiker any way 
To love, thou haft faid the beft. 
For who that woU have all his reft 
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And do no travaile at the nedc. 
It is no refon that he fpede 
In loves caufe for to winne. 
For he, which dare nothing beginne, 
I not what thinge he (hulde acheve. 
But over this thou (halt beleve. 
So as it fit the well to fcnowe. 
That there ben other vices Howe, 
Which unto love don great lette. 
If thou thin hert upon hem fette. 

Ptrdit homo caujam linquens fua jura Jbpori., 
Et quafi dimtdium pars fua mortis habtt, 

1 amari vigil Venus^ tt quod habtt vigilaati 
Obftquiunt tbalamis ftrl vigilata fuis. 

Toward the flowe progeny 

impnolcncia, que n-i. . ^ 

accidie cameraria There IS yct One oi compaigny, 
wra 'fei^ort^ And hc IS clepcd fompnolence, 
giib^'TrSfi: Which doth to fiouth his reverence 
porifero torpore ^g ^e, which IS his chamberlein, 

reculiit, unde qua- 

That many an hunderd time hath lein 
: To flepe, whan he (hulde wake. 
He hath with love trewes take. 
That wake who To wake will, 
If he may couche adown his bill. 
He hath all wowed what him lift, 
That oft he goth to bed unklft 
And faith, that for no druery 
He woU nought leve his Iluggardy. 
For though no man it wold allowe. 
To flepe lever than to wowe 
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Is his maner, and thus on nij 
Whan he feeth the lufty knightes 
Revelen, where thele women are, 
Awey he (kulketh as an hare 
And goth to bed and laith him fofte 
And of his flouth he dremeth ofte, 
How that he fticketh in the mire 
And how he fitteth by the fire 
And claweth on his bare (hankes 
And how he cUmeth up the bankes 
And falleth in the flades depe. 
But thanne who fo take kepe. 
Whan he is fall in fuche a dreme. 
Right as a fiiip ayein the ftreme 
He rouleth with a flepy noife 
And bruftleth as a monkes froife, 
Whan it is throwe into the panne. 
And otherwhile felde whanne 
That he may dreme a lufty fweven, 
Him thenketh as though he were in heven 
And as the world were holy his. 
And than he fpeketh of that and this 
And maketh his expofition 
After his difpolition 
Of that he wold, and in fuch a wife 
He doth to love all his fervife, 
I not what thank he ihall deferve. 
But fone, if thou wolt love ferve, 
I rede that thou do nought fo. 
Ha, gode fader, certes no. 
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I had lever by my trouth, 

Er I were fet on fuch a flouth 

And bere fuch a flepy fnout, 

Bothe eyeii of my hede were out. 

For me were better fully deie 

Than I of fuche fluggardie 

Had any name, god me fhielde. 

For whan iny moder was with childe 

And I lay ia her wombe clos, 

I wolde rather Atropos, 

Which is goddefle of alle deth, 

Anone as I had any breth. 

Me hadde fro my moder cart. 

But now I am nothing agaft, 

I thonke god, for Lachefis 

Ne Cloto, which her felaw is, 

Me Ihopen no fuch defliine, 

Whan they at my nativite 

My wierdes fetten as they wolde, 

But they me ihopen, that I (holde 

Efcheue of flepe the truandife. 

So that I hope in fuch a wife 

To love for to ben excufed, 

That I no fompnolence have ufed. 

For certes, fader Genius, 
Yet unto now it hath be thus 
At alle time if It befelle, 
So that I mighte come and dwelle 
In place there my lady were, 
I was nought flow ne flepy there. 
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For than I dare well undertake. 

That whan her hft on nightes wake 

In chambre as to carole and daunce, 

Me thenketh I may me more avaunce. 

If I may gone upon her honde. 

Than if I wonne a klnges londe. 

For whan I may her hond becHppe, 

With fuch gladnefle I daunce and fkippe, 

Me thenketh I louche nought the floor. 

The roo, which renneth on the moor. 

Is thanne nought fo light as I. 

So mow ye witen all forthy. 

That for the time flepe I hate. 

And whan it falleth other gate. 

So that her like nought to daunce. 

But on the dees to cafte chaunce 

Or axe of love feme demaunde 

Or elles that her lift commaunde 

To rede and here of Troilus, 

Right as fhe wold or fo or thus, 

I am all redy to confent. 

And if fo is, that I may hent 

Somtime amonge a good leifer, 

So as I dare of my defir 

I telle a part, but whan I prey, 

Anone (he biddeth me go my wey 

And faith : It is fer in the night. 

And I fwere, it is even light. 

But as it falleth ate lafte. 

There may no worldes joie lafte, 
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So mote I nedes fro her wende 
And of my wacche make an ende. 
And if (he thanne hede toke. 
How pitouflich on her I loke. 
Whan that I Oiall my leve take. 
Her ought of mercy for to flake 
Her daunger, which faith ever nay. 
But he faith often : Have good day. 
That loth is for to take his leve. 
Therfore while I may beleve, 
I tarie forth the night alonge. 
For it is nought on me alonge 
To flepe, that I fo foone go. 
Till that I mote algate fo 
And thanne I bidde : God her fe. 
And fo down knelende on my kne 
I take leve, and if I fhall 
I kifle her and go forth withall. 
And other while, if that I dore, 
Er I come fully ate dore, 
I torne ayein and feigne a thing. 
As though I hadde loft a ring 
Or fomwhat elles, for I wolde 
Kifle her eftfone, if I fholde. 
But felden is, that I fo fpede. 
And whan I fe, that I mot nede 
Departe, I departe and thanne 
With all my herte I curfe and banne, 
That ever flepe was made for eye. 
For as me thenfceth I might drie 
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Withoute flepe to waken ever. 
So that I fhulde nought dilTever 
Fro her, in whom is all my light. 
And than I curfe alfo the night 
With all the will of my corage 
And fay : Away thou black ymage. 
Which of thy derke cloudy face 
Makeft all the worldes light deface 
And caufeft unto flepe a way, 
By which I mot now gone away 
Out of my ladies compaignie. 

flepy night, I the defie 

And wolde that thou lay in prefle 
With Proferpine the goddefle 
And with Pluto the helle king. 
For till I fe the daies fpring, 

1 fette flepe nought at a risflie. 

And with that worde I figh and wis(he 

And fay ; Ha, why ne were it day. 

For yet my lady than I may 

Beholde, though I do no more. 

And efte I thenke furthermore. 

To fome man how the night doth efe. 

Whan he hath thing, that may him plefe 

The longe nightes by his fide, 

Where as I faile and go befide. 

But flepe I not wherof it ferveth. 

Of which no man his tha'nk deferveth 

To get him love in any place. 

But is an hindrer of his grace 
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And maketh hem dede as for a throwe. 
Right as a ftoke were overthrowe. 
And fo, my fader, in this wife 
The flepy nightes I defpife 
And ever amiddes of my tale 
I thenke upon the nightingale. 
Which flepeth nought by wey of kinde 
For love, in bokes as I finde. 
Thus ate laft I go to bedde 
And yet mira herte lith to wedde 
With her, where as I came fro. 
Though I departe, he woll nought fo. 
There is no lock may fhet him out. 
Him nedeth nought to gon about. 
That perce may the harde wal. 
Thus is he with her overall. 
That be her lefe, or be her loth, 
Into her bed min herte goth 
And foftly taketh her in his arme 
And feleth how that flie is warmc 
And wisrtieth, that his body were 
To fele, that he feleth there. 
And thus my felven I torment. 
Til that the dede flepe me hent. 
But thanne by a thoufand fcore 
Wei more than I was to-fore 
I am tormented in my flepe. 
But that I dreme is nought on Ihepe, 
For I ne thenke nought on wulle, 
But I am drecched to the fulle 
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Jf love, that I have to kepe, 
That now I laugh and now I wepe 
And now I lefe and now I winne 
And now I ende and now beginne. 
And other while I dreme and mete, 
That I alone with her mete 
And that daunger is left behinde. 
And than in flepe f'uch joy I finde. 
That I ne bede never awake. 
But after, whan I hede take, 
And fhall arife upon the morwe. 
Than is all torned into forwe, 
Nought for the caufe I Ihall arife, 
But for I mette In fuche a wife, 
And ate laft I am bethought. 
That all is vein and helpeth nought. 
But yet me thenketh by my wllle 
I wold have lay and flepe ftille 
To meten ever of fuch a fweven, 
For than I had a flepy heven. 

My fone, and for thou telleft fo, 
A man may finde of time ago. 
That many a fweven hath be certain, 
All be it fo, that fom men fain. 
That fwevens ben of no credence. 
But for to fhewe in evidence. 
That they full ofte fotbe thinges 
Betoken, I thenke in my writinges 
To telle a tale therupon, 
Which fell by olde daies gone. 



N 



Hie poDit raemplum, 

qualilcr fampnia pre- 
nofticeveritatisquan- 
doque certitudinem 
figurant. EC nartat, 
quod cum Ce'xx rex 
Trocinie pro rifot- 
itiicionc Fracris fui 
Dedalionia b anclpi- 
trem tranfmutati pe- 
regrc proficifcens in 
mari longjua a patria 
dimcrfusfuerat.Juno 

eiam fuam in parus 
Chimeric ad domum 
Sompni jullit, qiiod 
tpfeAlceontdifli re- 
gis uxori huios rei t- 
Tentum per fompnia 
certificarct. Qoofaflo 
Alcconareinperftru- 
tanscorpiismaritiAii, 
ubi fuper fluflus mor- 
tuusjaftabatuT, inve- 
nit, que pre dolore 
anguftiata cup tens 
corpus ampleflcre, in 
aJtum mare Aipcr Ip- 
rumproliliitjUndEdii 
miferti amborum cor- 

' Alceones difle 
func, fubito 




loo CONFESSIO AMANTIS. 

This finde I writen in poefy 
Ceix the king of Troceny 
Hadde Alceon to his wife. 
Which as her owne hertes life 
Him loveth. And he had alfo 
A brother, which was cleped tho 
Dedahon, and he par cas 
Fro kinde of man forfhape was 
Into a gofliauke for hkenefle, 
Wherof this king great hevinefle 
Hath take and thought in his corage 
To gone upon a pelrinage 
Into a ftraunge region, 
Where he hath his devocion 
To done his facrifice and prey. 
If that he might in any wey 
Toward the goddes finde grace 
His brothers hele to purchace. 
So that he mighte be reformed 
Of that he hadde be transformed. 
To this purpofe and to this ende 
This king is redy for to wende 
As he, which wolde go by fhip. 
And for to done him felalhip 
His wife unto the fee him brought 
With all her herte and him befought. 
That he the time her wolde fain. 
Whan that he thoughte come ayein. 
Within, he faith, two monthes day. 
And thus in alle hafle he may 
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He toke his leve and forth he faileth 
Wepend, and (he her felf bewaileth 
And torneth home there (he cam fro. 
But whan the monthes were ago. 
The which he fet of his coming. 
And that ihe herde no tiding, 
There was no care for to feche, 
Wherof the goddes to befeche. 
Tho fhe began in many a wife 
And to Juno her facrifice 
Above all other moft flie dede 
And for her lord rtie hath fo hede 
To wite and knowe how that he ferd; 
That Juno the goddefle her herde 
Anone, and upon this matere 
She badde Yris her melTagere 
To Slepes hous that the Hial wende 
And bid him, that he make an ende 
"Qy fweven and Ihewen all the cas 
Unto this lady, how it was. 

This Yris fro the highe ftage, 
Whiche undertake hath the meflage. 
Her reiny cope did upon. 
The which was wonderly begone 
With colours of diverfe hewe 
An hundcrd mo than men it knewe, 
The heven liche unto a bowe 
She bende and (he cam downe lowe. 
The god of flepe where that (he fond 
And that was in a (Iraunge lond. 
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Which marcheth upon Chimcry. 
For there, as faith the poefy. 
The god of llepe hath made his hous, 
Whiche of entaile is merveilous. 
Under an hill there is a cave. 
Which of the fonne may nought have, 
So that no man may knowe aright 
The point betwene the day and night. 
There is no fire, there is no fparke. 
There is no dore, wliich may charke, 
Wherof an eye fliulde unfhet, 
So that inward there is no let. 
And for to ipeke of that withoute. 
There ftant no great tre nigh aboute, 
Wheron there mighte crowe or pie 
Alighte for to clepe or crie. 
There is no cock to crowe day 
Ne befte none, which noife may 
The hille, but all aboute round 
There is growend upon the ground 
Popy, which bereth the fede of flepe. 
With other herbes fuche an hepe. 
A flille water for the nones 
Rennend upon the fmalle ftones. 
Which hight of Leihes the river. 
Under that hille in fuch maner 
There is, which yiveth great appetite 
To flepe. And thus ful of delite 
Slepe hath his hous, and of his couche 
Within his chambre if I fhall louche 
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Of hebenus that flepy tre 

The hordes all aboute be, 

And for he ihulde flepe fofte 

Upon a fether bed alofte 

He lith with many a pilwe of doun, 

The chambre is ftrowed up and doun 

With fwevenes many a thoufand fold. 

Thus came Yris into this holde 

And to the bed, whiche is all black. 

She goth, and ther with Slepe flie fpake. 

And in this wife as fhe was bede 

The meflage of Juno (he dede. 

Full ofte her wordes Ihe reherceth, 

Er fhe his flepy cres perceth 

With mochel wo. But ate lafte 

His flombrend eyen he upcafte 

And faid her, that it flial be do, 

Wherof amonge a thoufand tho 

Within his hous, that flepy were, 

In fpeciall he chefe out there 

Thre, whiche fliulden do this dcde. 

The firil: of hem, fo as I rede. 

Was IVlorpheus, the whofe nature 

Is for to take the figure 

Of that perfone that him liketh, 

Wherof that he ful ofte entriketh 

The life, which flepe fhal by night. 

And Ithecus that other hight. 

Which hath the vois of every foune. 

The chefe and the condicioun 
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Of every life what fo it is. 

The thridde fuend after this 

Is Panthafas, which may transforme 

Of every thing the rlghte forme 

And chaunge it in another kinde. 

Upon hem thre, fo as I finde. 

Of fwevens ftant all thapparcncc, 

Which other while is evidence 

And other while but a jape. 

But netheles it is fo fliape. 

That Morpheus by night alone 

Appereth unto Alceone 

In likenefle of her hufbonde 

Al naked dede upon the ftronde. 

And how he dreint in fpeciall 

Thefe other two it fliewen all. 

The tempeft of the blacke cloudc 

The wode fee, the windes loude 

All this (he met, and ilgh him deicn, 

Wherof that fhe began to crien 

Slepend a bedde there (he lay. 

And with that nolfe of her affray 

Her women fterten up aboute, 

Whiche of her lady were in doubte 

And axen her, how that fhe ferde. 

And flie right as Ihe figh and herde 

Her fweven hath tolde hem every dele. 

And they it halfen alle wele 

And fain, it is a token of good. 

But til (he wift how that it flood, 
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Upon the morwe and up Ihe fterte 
And to the fee, where as (he met 
The body lay, withoute lete 
She drough, and whanne (he cann nigh 
Starke dedchis armes fpradflie figh 
Her lord, fletend upon the wawe, 
Wherof her wittes be withdrawe. 
And fhe, which toke of deth no kepe, 
Anone forth lepte into the depe 
And wold have caught him in her arme. 
This infortune of double harme 
The goddes from the heven above 
Beheld and for the trouthe of love, 
Whiche in this worthy lady flood. 
They have upon the falte flood 
Her dreinte lorde and her alfo 
Fro deth to life torned fo. 
That they ben fhapen into briddes 
Swimmend upon the wawe amiddes. 
And whan flie figh her lord livend 
In likcneffe of a bird fwimmend 
And (he was of the fame fort. 
So as ihe mighte do difport 
Upon thejoie, which (he hadde, 
Her winges both abrode fhe fpradde 
And him fo as (he may fuffife 
Beclipt and kift in (uche a wife, 
As (he was whllome wont to do. 
Her winges for her armes two 
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She toke and for her lippes fofte 
Her harde bille, and fo ful ofte 
She fondeth in her briddes forme. 
If that flie might her felf conforme 
To do the plefaunce of a wife. 
As fhe did in that other life. 
For though Ihe hadde her power lore 
Her will flood, as it was to-fore. 
And ferveth him fo as rtie may. 
Wherof into this ilke day 
To-gider upon the fee they wone. 
Where many a doughter and a fone 
They bringen forth of briddes kinde. 
And for men Ihulden take in minde 
This Alceon the trewe quene, 
Her briddes yet as it is fene 
Of Alceon the name here. 

Lo thus, my fone, it may the ftere 
Of fwevens for to take kepe. 
For ofte time a man a flepe 
May fe what after Ihall betide. 
Forthy it helpeih at fome tide 
A man to flepe as it belongeth. 
But fiouthe no life underfongeth, 
Whiche is to love appertenaunt. 

My fader, upon the covenaunt 
I dare wel make this avowe, 
Of all my life into nowe 
Als fer as I can underftonde 
Yet took I never flepe on honde, 
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Whan it was time for to wake. 

For though min eye it wolde take, 

Min herte Is ever there ayein. 

But netheles to fpeke it plein 

All this that I have faid you here 

Of my wakinge, as ye may here. 

It toucheth to my lady fwete, 

For other wife I you behete. 

In ftraunge place whan I go 

Me lift no thing to wake fo. 

For whan the women liften play 

And I her fe nought in the way. 

Of whome I ftiulde merthe take. 

Me hft nought longe for to wake. 

But if it be for pure (hame 

Of that I wolde efcheue a name. 

That they ne (huld have caufe none 

To fay : Ha, where goth fuch ore. 

That hath forlore his contenaunce. 

And thus among I iinge and daunce 

And feigne luft, thereas none is. 

For ofte fith I fele this, 

Of thought, which in min herte falleth. 

Whan it is night min hede appalleth. 

And that is for I fe her nought, 

Whiche is the waker of my thought. 

And thus as timelich as I may 

Ful oft, whan it is brode day, 

I take of all thefe other leve 

And go my wey, and they beleve. 
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That feen par cas her loves there, 
And I go forth as nought ne were 
Unto my bed, fo that alone 
I may there ligge, figh and grone 
And wisfhen all the longe night. 
Til that I fee the daies light. 
I not if that be fompnolence. 
But upon youre confcience, 
Min holy fader, demeth ye. 

My fone, I am well paid with the 
Of flepe, that thou the fluggardy 
By night in loves compaignie 
Efcheued haft, and do thy pain 
So, that thy love dare nought pleine. 
For love upon his luft wakende 
Is ever and wolde that none ende 
Were of the longe nightes fet, 
Wherof that thou beware the bet 
To telle a tale I am bethought. 
How love and flepe accorden nought. 

For love who that lift to wake 
By night, he may enfample take 
Of Cephalus, whan that he lay 
With Aurora the fwete may 
In arraes all the longe night. 
But whan it drough toward the light. 
That he within his herte figh 
The day, which was the morwe nigh, 
Anone unto the fonne he preyde 
For luft of love and thus he faide : 
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Phebus, which the daies light 
Governeft til that it be night 
And gladdeft every creature 
After the lawe of thy nature. 
But netheles there is a thing, 
Whiche only to thy knouleching 
Belongeth, as in privete 

To love and to his duete, 

Whiche axeth nought to ben apert, 

But in lilence and in covert 

Defireth for to be befliaded. 

And thus whan that the light is faded 

And vefper fheweth him alofte 

And that the night is longe and fofte 

Under the cloudes derke and fttlle. 

Than hath this thing moH: of his wille. 

Forthy unto thy mightes high, 

As thou, whiche art the daies eye 

Of love and might no counfeil hide. 

Upon this derke nightes tide 

With all min herte I the befeche, 

That I plefaunce mighte feche 

With her, which lieth in mIn armes. 

Withdrawe the banner of thin armes 

And let thy lightes ben unborne 

And in the figne of Capricorne 

The hous appropred to Satorne, 

1 prey the, that thou wolt fojorne, 
Where ben the nightes derke and longe. 
For I my love have underfonge. 
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Which lith here by my fide naked 
As flie, which wolde ben awaked, 
And me lift no thing for to flepe. 
So were it good to take kepe 
Now at this nede of my praiere, 
And that the Hke for to ftere 
Thy firy cart and fo ordeigne. 
That thou thy fwlfte hors reftreigne 
Lowe under erthe in Occident, 
That they towardes orient 
By cercle go the longe wey. 
And eke to the, Diane, I prey. 
Which cleped art of thy noblefle 
The nightes mone and the goddcfle, 
That thou to me be gracious 
And in Cancro thin owne hous 
Ayein Phebus in oppofite 
Stond al this time, and of delite 
Behold Venus with a glad eye, 
For than upon aftronomy 
Of due conftellacion 
Thou makeft prolificacion 
And doft that children ben begete. 
Which grace if that I might gete 
With all min herte I woU ferve 
By night and thy viglle obferve. 
Lo, thus this lufty Cephalus, 
Praid unto Phebe and to Phebus 
The night in lengthe for to drawe, 
So that he mighte do the lawe 
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In thilke point of loves hefte. 
Which cleped is the nightes fefte 
Withoute flepe of fluggardy. 
Which Venus oute of compaigny 
Hath put awey, as thilke fame. 
Which luftles fer from alle game 
In chambre doth full ofte wo 
A bedde, whan it falleth fo, 
That love {hulde ben awaited. 
But flouthe, which is evil affaited. 
With flepe hath made his retenue. 
That what thinge is to love due 
Of all his dette he paieth none. 
He wot nought, how the night is gone 
Ne how the day is come aboute. 
But only for to flepe and route, 
Til high midday, that he arife. 
But Cephalus did otherwife, 
As thou, my fone, haft: herd above. 
My fader, who that hath his love 
A bedde naked by his fide 
And wolde than his eyen hide 
With flepe, I not what man is he. 
But certes as touchend of me. 
That fell me never yet er this. 
But other while whan fo is. 
That I may cacche flepe on honde 
Liggend alone, than I fonde 
To dreme a mery fweven er day. 
And if fo falle, that I may 
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My thought with Tuch a fweven plefe. 
Me thenketh I am fomdele in eie. 
For I none other comfort have. 
So nedeth nought, that I fhall crave 
The Tonnes carte for to tarie 
Ne yet the mone, that fhe carie 
Her cours alonge upon the heven, 
For I am nought the more in even 
Towardes love in no degre. 
But in my flepe yet than I fe 
Somwhat in fweven of that me liketh, 
Whiche afterward min hert entriketh. 
Whan that 1 finde it other wife. 
So wote I nought of what fervice 
That flepe to mannes efe doth. 

My fone, certes thou faift foth. 
But only that it helpeth kind 
Somtime in phifique as I finde. 
Whan it is take by mefure. 
But he which can no flepe mefure 
Upon the reule as it belongeth 
Ful ofte of fodein chaunce he fongeth 
Suche infortune, that him greveth. 
But who thefe olde bokes leveth 
Of fompnolcnce howe it is write. 
There may a man the fothe wite. 
If that he wolde enfample take, 
That other while is good to wake, 
Wherof a tale in poefy 
I thenke for to fpecify. 
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Ovide telleth in his fawes. 
How Jupiter by olde dawes 
Lay by a maide, whiche Yo 
Was cleped, wherof that Juno 
His wife was wrothe and the goddefle 
Of Yo torneth the Hkenefle 
Into a cow to gon there cute 
The large feldes all aboute 
And gette her mete upon the grene. 
And therupon this highe quene 
Betoke her Argus for to kepe, 
For he was felden wont to flepe 
And yet he had an hunderd eyen, 
And all aliche wel they fighen. 
Now herken how that he was beguiled. 
Mercury, which was all affiled, 
This cow to flele he came defguifed 
And had a pipe wel devifed 
Upon the notes of mufique, 
Wherof he might his eres like. 
And over that he had afFaitcd 
His lufty tales and awaited 
His time. And thus into the felde 
He came, where Argus he behelde 
With Yo, which befide him went. 
With that his pipe anon he hent 
And gan to pipe in his manere 
Thing, which was Ilepy for to here. 
And in his piping ever amonge 
He tolde him fuch a lufty fongc. 
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That he the fool hath brought a flepe, 
There was none eye that mighte kepe 
His hede, which Mercury of-fmote 
And forth with all anone foot bote 
He ftale the cow, whiche Argus kepte. 
And all this fel for that he flepte. 
Enfample it was to many mo, 
That mochel flepe doth ofte wo, 
Whan it is time for to wake. 
For If a man this vice take 
In fompnolence and him delite, 
Men fhuld upon his dore write 
His epitaphe and on his grave, 
For he to fpille and nought to fave 
Is fhape, as though he were dede. 

Forthy my fone, hold up thin hede 
And let no flepe thin eye englue, 
But whan it is to refon due. 

My fader, as touchend of this 
Right fo as I you tolde it is, 
That ofte a bedde, whan I fholde, 
I may nought flepe, though I wolde. 
For love is ever fafte byme. 
Which taketh none hede of due time, 
For whan I fball min eyen clofe, 
Anone min hert he woll oppofe 
And hold his fcole in fuch a wife. 
Till it be day that I arlfe. 
That felde it is whan that I flepe. 
And thus fro fompnolence I kepe 
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Min eye. And forthy if there be 
Ought elles more in this degre 
Now axeth forth. My fone, yis. 
For flouthe, whiche as moder is. 
The forth drawer and the norice 
To man of many a dredful vice. 
Hath yet another laft of alle, 
Which many a man hath made to falle. 
Where that he might never arife, 
Wherof for thou the fhalt avife, 
Er thou fo with thy felf misfare, 
What vice it is, I woll declare. 
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Whan flouth hath don all that he may hlc loquitur fupei 
To drive forth the longe day, 
Till it become to the nede, 
Than ate laft upon the dede 
He loketh how his time is lore. 
And is fo wo begone therfore. 
That he within his thought conceiveth 
Trifteffe and fo him felf deceiveth. 
That he wanhope bringeth inne. 
Where is no comfort to beginne. 
But every joy him is deflaied. 
So that within his herte affraied 
A thoufand time with one breth 
Wepend he wisflieth after deth, 



oie, que trireicia 
five (lefperacio di- 

naticondiciotoci- 
us coniblacionis 
fpem deponens ali- 
cuius remedli, quo 

libtraripQtcrii.ior- 

impoflibilc credit. 




ii6 COI^FESSIO AMANTIS. 

Whan he fortune fint adverfe. 

For than he woU his hope reherfe. 

As though his world were all forlore. 

And faith : Alas, that I was bore. 

How fhall I live ? how fhall I do ? 

For now fortune is thus my fo, 

I wot well god me woll nought helpe. 

What (hulde I than of joies yclpe. 

Whan there no bote is of my care. 

So overcafl: is my welfare. 

That I am £hapen all to ftrife. 

Helas, that I nere of this life, 

Er I be fuUich overtake. 

And thus he woll his forwe make, 

As god him mighte nought availe. 

But yet ne woll he nought travaile 

To helpe him felf at fuche a nede, 

But floutheth under fuche a drede, 

Whiche is affermed in his herte 

Right as he mighte nought afterte 

The worldes wo, which he is inne. 

Alfo whan he is falle in finne. 

Him thenkelh he is fo fer coulpable, 

That god woll nought be merciable 

So great a fmne to foryive. 

And thus he leveth to be (hrive. 

And if a man in thilke throwe 

Wold him counfeile, he wol nought knowe 

The fothe, though a man it finde. 

For triileffe is of fuche a kinde, 
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: for to mainten his foly. 
He hath with him obftinacy. 
Which is within of fuche a flouth. 
That he forfaketh alle trouth 
And woll unto no refon bowe. 
And yet ne can he nought abowe 
His owne fkille, but of hede 
Thus dwineth he, till he be dede 
In hindring of his owne eftate. 
For where a man is obftinate, 
Wanhope folweth ate lafte, 
Which may nought longe after lafte. 
Till flouthe make of him an ende. 
But god wot whider he fhall wende. 

My fone, and right in fuch nianerc. 
There be lovers of hevy chere, 
That forwen more than is nede. 
Whan they be taried of her fpede 
And conne nought hem felven rede, 
But lefen hope for to fpede 
And ftinten love to purfue. 
And thus they faden hide and hewe 
And luftles in her hertes waxe. 
Herof it is that I wolde axe. 
If thou, my fone, arte one of tho ? 

Ha, gode fader, it is fo, 
Outtake o point, I am beknowe. 
For elles I am overthrowe 
In all that ever ye have faide, 
My forwe is evermore unteide 
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And fecheth over all my veines. 
But for to counfeile of my peines, 
I can no bote do therto. 
And thus withouten hope 1 go. 
So that my wittes ben empeired 
And I as who faith am difpeired 
To winne love of thilke fwete, 
Withoute whom, I you behete, 
Min herte, that is fo beftadde, 
Right inly never may be gladde. 
For by my trouth I (hall nought He 
Of pure forwe, whiche I drie. 
For that (he faith fhe will me nought. 
With drecchinge of min owne thought 
In fuche a wanhope I am falle. 
That I ne can unnethes calle 
As for to fpeke of any grace 
My ladies mercy to purchace. 
But yet I faie nought for this. 
That all in my default it is. 
That I cam never yet in (tede. 
Whan time was, that I my bede 
Ne faide, and as I dorfte tolde. 
But never found I, that (he wolde 
For ought (he knewe of min entent 
To fpeke a goodly worde alTent. 
And netheles this dare I fay. 
That if a fin full wolde prey 
To god of his foryivenefle 
With half fo great a befmelfe. 
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As I have do to my lady 
In lack of axing of mercy. 
He fliulde never come in helle. 
And thus I may you fothly telle 
Sauf only that I crie and bidde, 
I am in triftefle all amiddc 
And fulfilled of defperaunce. 
And therof yef me my penaunce, 
MIn holy fader, as you Hketh. 

My fone, of that thin herte iiketh 
With forwe might thou nought amende. 
Till love his grace woll the fende, 
For thou thin owne caufe empeireft. 
What time as thou thy felf defpeireft. 
I not what other thinge availeth 
Of hope, whan the herte faileth, 
For fuche a fore is incurable. 
And eke the goddes ben vengeable, 
And that a man may right well frede 
Thefe oJde bokes who fo rede 
Of thing, which hath befalle er this. 
Now here, of what enfample it is. 

Whilom by olde dales fer 
Of Mefe was the king Theucer, 
Whiche had a knight to fone Iphis. 
Of love and he fo maftred is. 
That he hath fet all his corage 
As to reward of his lignage 
Upon a maide of lowe eftate. 
But though he were a poteftate 
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I Of worldes good, he was fubgit 
, To love and put in fuche a plite, 
'. That he excedeth the mefure 
Of refon, that him felf aflure 
He can nought. For the more he praid 
The lafle love on him flie laid. 
He was with love unwife conftrejgned. 
And fhe with refon was reftreigned. 
The luftes of his herte he fueth, 
And file for drede Ihame efchueth, 
And as fhe fhulde, toke good hede 
To fave and kepe her womanhede. 
And thus the thing flood in debate 
Betwene his luft and her eflate. 
He yaf, he fend, he fpake by mouth. 
But yet for ought that ever he couth 
Unto his fpcde he found no wey. 
So that he caft his hope awey. 
Within his hert he gan defpeire 
Fro day to day and fo empeire. 
That he hath loll: all his delite 
Of luft, of flepe, of appetite. 
That he through flrength of love lafTeth 
His wit and refon overpafTeth 
As he, whiche of his life ne rought. 
His deth upon him felf he fought. 
So that by night his wey he nam. 
There wifle none, where he becam. 
The night was derk, there fhone no mone, 
To-fore the gates he cam fone. 
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Where that this yonge maiden was. 

And with this wofuU worde, helas. 

His dedly pleintes he began 

So ftille, that there was no man 

It herde, and than he faide thus : 

O thou Cupide, O thou Venus, 

Fortuned by whofe ordenaunce 

Of love is every mannes chaunce. 

Ye knowen all min hole hert. 

That I ne may your hond aftert. 

On you is ever that I crie, 

And you deigneth nought to plie 

Ne toward me your ere enclioe. 

Thus for I fe no medicine 

To make an ende of my quarele, 

My deth Ihall be in ftede of hele. 

Ha, thou my wofuU lady dere. 

Which dwelleft with thy fader here 

And flepeft in thy bedde at efe, 

Thou woft nothing of my difefe. 

How thou and I be now unmete. 

Ha lord, what fweven fhalt thou mete ? 

What dremes haft thou now on honde ? 

Thou flepeft there, and I here ftonde. 

Though I no deth to the deferve. 

Here Ihall I for thy love fterve. 

Here ftiall I a kings fone deie 

For love and for no felony, 

Wheder thou therof have joy or forwe, 

Here ftialt thou fe me dede to morwe. 
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O herte hard aboven alle. 
This deth, which fhall to me befalle, 
For that thou wol nought do my grace, 
Yet (hall be tolde in many a place. 
That I am dede for love and trouth 
In thy defaulte and in thy flouth. 
Thy daunger Ihall to many mo 
Enfample be for evermo. 
Whan they my wofull deth recorde. 
And with that worde he toke a corde, 
With which upon the gate tre 
He henge him ielf, that was pite. 
The morwe cam, the night is gone. 
Men comen out and figh anone. 
Where that this yonge lord was dede. 
There was an hous withoute rede. 
For no man knewe the caufe why. 
There was wepinge, there was cry. 
This maiden, whan that flie it herde 
And ligh this thing howe it misferde, 
Anone Ihe wjfte what it nient 
And all the caufe how it went. 
To all the world flie tolde it out 
And preith to hem, that were about. 
To take of her the vengeaunce, 
For (he was caufe of thiike chaunce. 
Why that this kinges fone is fpilt. 
She taketh upon her felf the gilt 
And is all rcdy to the peine, 
Whiche any man her wold ordeigne. 
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And but if any other wolde. 

She faith, that Oie her felve fliolde 

Do wreche with her owne honde. 

Through out the worlde in every londe 

That every life therof fhall fpeke. 

How fhe her felf it fhulde wreke. 

She wepeth, fhe crieth, fhe fwouneth ofte. 

She cafl: her eyen up alofte 

And faid among full pitoufly : 

O god, thou woft wel it am I, 

For whom Iphis is thus befelne, 

Ordeigne fo, that men may faine 

A thoufand winter after this. 

How fuche a maiden did amis. 

And as I didde do to me. 

For I ne didde no pite 

To him, which for my love is lore. 

Do no pite to me therfore. 

And with this word fhe fell to grounde 

A fwoune, and there (he lay aflounde. 

The goddes, which her pleintes herd 
And figh how wofully fhe ferd. 
Her life they toke awey anone 
And fhopen her into a flone 
After the forme of her ymage 
Of body both and of vifage. 
And for the merveile of this thing 
Unto this place came the king 
And eke the quene and many mo. 
And whan they wiflen it was (o. 
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As I have tolde It here above. 
How that Iphis was dede for love. 
Of that he hadde be refufed, 
They helden alle men excufed 
And wondren upon the vengeaunce. 
And for to kepe remembraunce 
This faire ymage maiden liche 
With compaignie noble and riche 
With torche and great folempnite 
To Salamine the cite 
They lede and carle forth withall 
This dede corps, and faine it fhall 
Befide thilke ymage have 
His fepulture and be begrave. 
This corps and this ymage thus 
Into the cite to Venus, 
Where that goddefle her temple had, 
To-gider bothe two they lad. 
This like ymage as for miracle 
Was fet upon an high pinacle 
That alle men it mighte knowe. 
And under that they maden lowe 
A tombe riche for the nones 
Of marbre and eke of jafpre ftones, 
Wherin that Iphis was beloken 
That evermore it {hall be fpoken. 
And for men fliall the fothe wite 
They have her epitaphe write 
As thing, which fliulde abide liable. 
The letters graven in a table 
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Of marbre were and iaiden this : 

Here lith, which floughe him felf, Iphis 

For love of Araxarathen, 

And in enfample of tho women. 

That fuffren men to deie fo. 

Her forme a man may fe alfo. 

How it is torned flesfhe and bone 

Into the figure of a flone. 

He was to neisfh and (he to harde, 

Beware forthy here afterwarde, 

Ye men and women bothe two, 

Enfampleth you of that was tho. 

Lo thus, my fone, as I the fay 
It greveth by diverfe way 
In defefpeire a man to falle. 
Which is the lafte braunch of alle 
Of flouthe, as thou haft herd devife, 
Wherof that thou thy felf avife. 
Good is er that thou be deceived, 
Wher that the grace of hope is weived. 

My fader, how fo that it ftonde. 
Now have I pleinly underftonde 
Of flouthes court the properte, 
Wherof touchend In my degre 
For ever I thenke to beware. 
But over this fo as I dare 
With all min hert I you befeche. 
That ye me wolde enforme and teche, 
What there is more of your apprife 
In love als well as otherwife. 
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So that I may me clene ftirivc. 
Confcflbr. My fonc, while thou art alive 
And hail alfo thy fulle minde. 
Among the vices, which I finde. 
There is yet one fuch of the feven. 
Which all this world hath fet uneven 
And caufeth many thinges wronge. 
Where he the caufe hath underfonge, 
Wherof hereafter thou (halt here 
The forme bothe and the matere. 
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I Incipit Liber Quintus, 

Ohjlat eniaricia nature Irgibus, el que 
Largui amor pafdt,J}ri{fius ilia vetal. 

Omne, qued tfl nimium, vteiofum dicitur a 
Vtllera fxcut aves fervat avarus opts. 

Non decit, ul foli feruabitur ts.,fed amori 
Debet homo folam folus habere fuam. 

;JIRST whan the highe god 

began 
Thisworlde and that the kind 

of man 

Was fall into no gret encrefs, 
For worldes good was tho no prefs, 
But all was fet to the comune. 
They fpeken than of no fortune 
Or for to lefe or for to winne, 
Till avarice brought it inne. 
And that was whan the world was woxe 
Of man, of hors, of (hepe, of oxe, 
And that men knewen the money, 
Tho wente pees out of the wey 
And werre came on every fide, 
Whichc alle love laid afide 
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And of comiin his propre made. 

So that in ftede of (hovel and fpade 

The fliarpe fwerd was take on honde. 

And in this wife it cam to londe, 

Wherof men maden diches depe 

And highe walles for to kepe 

The gold, which avarice enclofeth. 

But all to litel him fuppofeth, 

Though he might all the world purchafe. 

For what thing, that he may embrace 

Of golde, of catel or of londe. 

He let it never out of his honde, 

But get him more and halt it faft, 

As though the world fhuld ever laft. 

So is he lich unto the helle, 

For as thefe olde bokes telle. 

What Cometh ther in lafs or more 

It ihall departe nevermore. 

Thus whan he hath his cofre loken, 

It (hall nought after ben unftoken. 

But wlian him lift to have a fight 

Of gold, how that it fhineth bright. 

That he theron may loke and mufe, 

For otherwife he dare nought ufe 

To take his part or laffe or more. 

So is he pouer, and evermore 

Him lacketh, that he hath inough. 

An oxe draweth in the plough 

Of that him felf hath no profite, 

A (hep right in the fame plite 
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wolle bereth, but on a day 
An other taketh the flees away. 
Thus hath he, that he nought ne hath. 
For he therof his part ne tath. 
To lay how fuche a man hath good 
Who fo that refon underftood 
It is unproperHche faid, 
That good hath him and halt him taid, 
That he ne gladdeth nought withall, 
But is unto his good a thrall 
And a fubglt thus ferveih he. 
Where that he (hulde maifter be, 
Suche is the kinde of thavarous. 

My fone, as thou art amorous, t 

Tell if thou fare of love fo. 

My fader, as it femeth no, ' 

That avarous yet never I was. 
So as ye fetten me the cas. 
For as ye tolden here above 
In full pofl^effion of love 
Yet was I never here to-fore. 
So that me thenketh well therfore, 
I may excufe well my dede. 
But of my will withoute drede 
If I that trefor mighte gete. 
It fhulde never be foryete. 
That I ne wolde it fafte holde. 
Till god of love him felve wolde. 
That deth us fhuld departe atwo. 
For leveth well, I love her fo. 
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That even with mln owne life, 

If I that fwete lufty wife 

Might ones welden at my wille, 

For ever I wold her holde ftille. 

And in this wife taketh kepe. 

If I her had, I wolde her kepe 

And yet no Friday wolde I faft. 

Though I her kepte and helde faft. 

Fy on the bagges in the kift, 

I had inough, if I her kift. 

For certes if ihe were mln, 

I had her lever than a mine 

Of gold, for all this worldes riche 

Ne mighte make me fo riche 

As ftie, that is fo inly good, 

I fette nought of other good. 

For might I gette fuch a thing, 

I had a trefor for a king. 

And though I wolde it fafte holde, 

I were thanne wel beholde. 

But I might pipe now with laffe 

And futFre that it overpafle. 

Nought with my will, for thus I wolde 

Ben avarous if that I fholde. 

But fader, I you herde fay. 

How thavarous hath yet fome way, 

Wherof he may be glad. For he 

May, whan him lift, his trefor fe 

And grope and fele it all aboute. 

But I full ofte am ihet theroute. 
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There as my wortt 

So is my life lich unto this, 

That ye me tolden here to-fore, 

How that an oxe his yoke hath bore 

For thing that Ihulde him nought availe. 

1 And in this wife I me travaile. 

' For who that ever hath the wel&re 
I wot wel that I have the care, 
For I am had and nought ne have 
And am as who faith loves knave. 
Now demeth in your owne thought, 
If this be avarice or nought. 

My fone, I have of the no Wonder, 
Though thou to ferve be put under 
With love, which to Idnde accordeth. 
But fo as every boke recordeth. 
It is to finde no plefaunce. 
That men above his fuftenaunce 
Unto the gold (hall ferve and bowc. 
For that may no refon avowe. 
But avarice netheles. 
If he may geten his encres 
Of gold, that wold he ferve and kepe. 
For he taketh of nought elles kepe. 
But for to fille his bagges large, 
And all is to him but a charge. 
For he ne partelh nought withall, 
But kepeth it, as a fervaunt fhall, 
And thus though that he multiply 
His golde, without trefory 
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He is, for man is nought amended 
With gold, but if it be defpended 
To mannes ufe, wherof I rede 
A tale and take therof good hede 
Of that befell by olde tide. 
As telleth us the clerke Ovide. 

Bachus, which is the god of wine. 
Accordant unto his divine 
A preft, the which Cillenus hight. 
He had, and fell fo, that by night 
This preft was drunke and goth aftraied, 
Wherof the men were evil apaied 
In Frigilond, where as he went. 
But ate laft a cherle him hent 
With ftrength of other felathip. 
So that upon his drunkelhip 
They bounden him with cheines fafte 
And forth they lad him alfo fafte 
Unto the king, which highte Mide. 
But he that wolde his vice hide 
This curteis king toke of him hede 
And bad, that men him fhulde lede 
Into a chambre for to kepe. 
Till he of leifer hadde flepe. 
And tho this preft was fone unbound 
And up a couche fro the ground 
To flepe he was laid foft inough. 
And whan he woke, the king him drough 
To his prefence and did him chere. 
So that this preft in fuch manere. 
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ile that him liketh, ther he dwelleth 
And al this he to Bachus telleth. 
Whan that he cam to him ayein. 
And whan that Bachus herde fain. 
How Mide hath done his curtefy. 
Him thenketh, it were a vilany, 
But he reward him for his dede. 
So as he might of his godhede. 
Unto this king this god appereth 
And clepeth, and that other hereth. 
This god to Mide thenketh fiiirc 
Of that he was fo debonaire 
Toward his preft, and bad him fay 
What thinge it were he wolde pray. 
He ihulde it have of worldes good. 
This king was glad and ftille flood 
And was of his axinge in doubte 
And all the worlde he caft aboute. 
What tiling was beft for his eftate. 
And with him felf ftood in debate 
Upon thre pointes, which I finde 
Ben leveft unto mannes kinde. 
The firft of hem it is delite. 
The two ben worfhip and profile. 
And than he thought, if that I crave 
Delite, though I delite may have, 
Delite fhall pafTen in my age 
That is no fiker avauntage. 
For every joie bodely 
Shall ende in wo, delite forthy 
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Woll I nought chefe, and if worfliip 

I axe and of the world lordrtiip, 

That is an occupation 

Of proude ymagination, 

Which maketh an herte vein withinne. 

There is no certain for to winne. 

For lorde and knave is all o vfty. 

Whan they be bore, and whan they deie. 

And if I profite axe wolde, 

I not in what maner I (holde 

Of worldes good have fikernefle. 

For every thefe upon richefle 

Awaiteth for to robbe and ftele. 

Such good is caufe of harmes fele. 

And alfo though a man at ones 

Of all the world within his wones 

The trefor might have every dele. 

Yet had he but one mannes dele 

Toward him felf, fo as I thinke 

Of clothing and of mete and drinke, 

For more out take vanite 

There hath no lord in his degre. 

And thus upon thefe points diverfe 
Diverfelich he gan reherce. 
What point it thought him for the beft. 
But pleinly for to get him reft 
He can no fiker waie cafl:. 
And netheles yet ate lafte 
He fell upon the covetife 
Of gold, and than in fondry wife 
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He thought, as I have faid to-fore. 
How trefor may be fone lore, 
And hadde an inly great defir 
Touchende of fuch recoverir. 
How that he might his caufe availe 
To gete him gold withoute faile. 
Within his hert and thus he preifeth 
The gold and faith, how that he peifeth 
Above all other metal moft, 
The gold, he faith, may lede an hofte 
To make werre ayein a king. 
The gold put under alle thing. 
And fet it whan him lift above, 
The gold can make of hate love 
And werre of pees and right of wrong 
And long to fhort and Ihort to long, 
Withoute gold may be no feft. 
Gold is the lord of man and befl: 
And may hem bothe beie and felle, 
So that a man may fothly telle 
That all the world to golde obeieth. 

Forthy this king to Bachus preieth 
To graunt him gold, but he excedeth 
Mefure more than him nedeth. 
Men tellen, that the malady. 
Which cleped is ydropefy 
Refembled is unto this vice 
By way of kinde of avarice. 
The more ydropefy drinketh. 
The more him thurfteth, for him thinketh, 
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That he may never drink his fille. 
So that there may no thing fulfille 
The luftes of his appetite. 
And right in fiich a maner plite 
Stant avarice and ever ftood, 
The more he hath of worldes good. 
The more he wolde it kepe ftreite 
And ever more and more coveite. 
And right in fuch condJcion 
Withoute good difcrecion 
This king with avarice is fmitte, 
That all the worlde it mighte witte. 
For he to Bachus thanne preide. 
That therupon his honde he leide. 
It fliulde through his touche anonc 
Become gold, and therupon 
This god him graunteth as he bad. 
Though was this kinge of Frige glad. 
And for to put it in aflay 
With all the hafte that he may 
He toucheth that, he toucheth this. 
And in his hond all gold it is. 
The ftone, the tre, the leef, the gras, 
The flour, the fruit all gold it was. 
Thus toucheth he, while he may lafte 
To go, but hunger ate lafte 
Him toke io, that he muft nede 
By wey of kinde his hunger fede. 
The cloth was laid, the bord was fet 
And all was forth to-fore him fet 
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His disfli, his cup, his drink, his mete. 

But whan he wolde or drinke or ete 

Anone as it his mouth cam nigh 

It was all gold, and than he figh 

Of avarice the folie. 

And he with that began to crie 

And preide Bachus to foryive 

His gilt and fuffre him for to live 

And be fuch, as he was to-fore. 

So that he were nought forlore. 

This god which herd of this grevaunce 

Toke routhe upon his repentauncc 

And bad him go forth redely 

Unto a flood was fafle by. 

Which Paceole thanne hight. 

In whiche als clene as ever he might 

He Ihuld him waslhen overall. 

And faid him thanne that he ihall 

Recover his firft eftate ayein. 

This king right as he herde fain 

Into the flood goth fro the lond 

And wisfli him bothe fote and bond 

And fo forth all the remenaunt 

As him was fet in covenaunt. 

And than he figh merveiles ftraunge, 

The flood his colour gan to chaunge, 

The gravel with the fmale ftones 

To gold they torne both atones. 

And he was quite of that he hadde, 

And thus fortune his chaunce ladde. 
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And whan he figh his touch awey, 

He goth him home the right wey 

And liveth forth as he did er 

And put all avarice afer 

And the richelTe of gold defpifeth 

And faith, that mete and cloth fuffifeth. 

Thus hath this king experience. 

How fooles done the reverence 

To gold, which of his owne klnde 

Is lafle worth than is the rinde 

To fuftenaunce of mannes food. 

And than he made lawes good 

And all his thing fet upon IklUe, 

He bad his people for to tille 

Her lond and live under the lawe. 

And that tliey Ihulde alfo forth drawe 

Beftaile and feche none encrees 

Of gold, whiche is the breche of pees. 

For this a man may finde write. 

To- fore the time, er gold was fmite 

In coigne, that men the florein knewe. 

There was wel nighe no man untrewe, 

Tho was there nouther fliield ne ipere 

Ne dedly wepen for to here, 

Tho was the town withoulen walle, 

Which nowe is clofed over alle, 

Tho was there no brocage in lond, 

Which now taketh every caufe on bond. 

So may men knowe, how the florein 

Was moder firft of malengin 
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nd bringer in of alle werre, 
Wherof this world ftant out of herre. 
Through the counfeil of avarice, 
Whiche of his owne propre vice 
Is as the helle wonderful, 
For it may nevermore be full, 
That what as ever cometh therinne 
A wey ne may it never winne. 

But fone min, do thou nought fo, 
Let all fuche avarice go 
And take thy part of that thou haft, 
I bidde nought that thou do waft. 
But hold largefle in his mefure. 
And if thou fe a creature. 
Which through pouerte is lalle in nede, 
Yef him fome good, for this I rede 
To him that wol nought yeven here. 
What peine he ftial have elles where. 
There is a pein amonges alle 
Benethe in helle, which men calle 
The wofull peine of Tantaly, 
Of which I fiiall the redely 
Devife how men therin ftonde. 
In helle thou ftialt underftonde 
There is a flood of thilke office. 
Which ferveth all for avarice. 
What man that ftonde ftiall therinne 
He ftant up even to the chinne. 
Above his hede alfo there hongcth 
A fruit, which to that peine longcth. 
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And that fruit toucheth ever In one 

His overlippe, and therupon 

Such thirft and hunger him aflaileth, 

That never his appetite ne faileth. 

But whan he wolde his hunger fede. 

The fruit wJthdraweth him at nede, 

And though he heve his hede on high, 

The fruit is ever aUche nigh. 

So is the hunger wel the more. 

And alfo though him thurfte fore 

And to the water bowe adown. 

The flood in fuch condicion 

Avaleth, that his drinke arecche 

He may nought. Lo now, whiche a wreche, 

That mete and drinke is him fo couth 

And yet ther cometh none in his mouth. 

Lich to the peines of this flood 

Stant avarice in worldes good. 

He hath inough and yet him nedeth. 

For his fcarcenefle it him forbedeth 

And ever his hunger after more 

Travaileth him aliche fore. 

So is he peined overall. 

Forthy thy goodes forth withal. 

My fone, loke thou defpende, 

Wherof thou might thy felf amende 

Both here and eke in other place. 

And alfo if thou wolt purchace 

To be beloved, thou mufl: ufe 

Largefle, for if thou refufc 
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To yive for thy loves" fake, 

It is no refon that thou take 

Of love, that thou woldeft crave. 

Forthy if thou wolt grace have. 

Be gracious and do largefle. 

Of avarice, and the fikenefle 

Efcheue above all other thinge 

And take enfample of Mide the kinge 

And of the flood of helle alfo. 

Where is inough of alle wo. 

And though there were no matere 

But onely that we finden here. 

Men oughten avarice efchue. 

For what man thilke vice fue. 

He gete him felf but litel reft. 

For how fo that the body refl:. 

The hert upon the gold travaileth. 

Whom many a nightes drede aflaileth. 

For though he ligge a bedde naked. 

His herte is evermore awaked 

And dremeth, as he lith to flepe. 

How befy that he is to kepe 

His trefor, that no thefe it ftele. 

Thus hath he but a wofuU welc. 

And right fo in the fame wife. 

If thou thy felf wolt wel avife, 

There be lovers of fuche inow. 

That woUe unto refon bowe. 

If fo be that they come above, 

Whan they ben maifters of her love 
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And that they (hulden be moft glad 
With love, they ben moft beftad. 
So fain they wolden it holden all. 
Her herte, her eye is overall. 
And wenen every man be a thefe 
To ftele awey that hem is lefe, 
Thus through her owne fantafy 
They fallen into jeloufy. 
Than hath the Ihip to-brok his cable 
With every winde and is mevable. 
My fader, for that ye now telle, 
I have herd oftetime telle 
Of jeloufy, but what it is 
Yet underftode I never er this, 
Wherfore I wolde you befeche. 
That ye me wolde enforme and teche 
What maner thing it mighte be. 
Confefibr. My lonc, that is hard to me. 
But netheles as I have herd. 
Now herken and thou (halt be anfwerd. 

Nota de jeiouGa, Among the men lack of manhode 

picio amorem i" manage upon wit- node 

"muiS's Maketh that a man him felf deceiveth, 

fine caufa corrup- wherof it IS, that hc coDceiveth 

luin ymaginatur. 

That ilke unfely malady. 
The whiche is cleped jelouiy, 
Of whiche if I the proprete 
Shall telle after the nicete. 
So as it worcheth on a man, 
A fever it is cotidian. 
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Whiche every day wol come aboute. 

Where Co a man be in or oute. 

At home if that a man wol wone. 

This fever is than of comun wone 

Moft grevous in a mannes eye. 

For than he maketh him tote and pry. 

Where fo as ever his love go. 

She rtiall nought wi[h her litel toe 

MIfteppe, but he fe it all. 

His eye is walkend overall. 

Where that fhe finge or that ihe daunce. 

He feeth the left countenaunce. 

If (he loke on a man afide 

Or with him rowne at any tide, 

Or that Ihe laugh, or that (he loure. 

His eye is there at every houre. 

And whan It draweth to the night, 

If ihe than be withoute light, 

Anone is all the game (hent. 

For than he fet his parlement 

To fpeke it whan he cometh to bed 

And faith : If I were now to wed, 

I wolde never more have wife. 

And fo he torneth into ftrife 

The luft of loves duete 

And al upon diverfite. 

If ihe be fresihe and well arraied, 

He faith her banner is defplaied 

To clepe in geftes by the way. 

And if ihe be nought wel befcy 
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And that her Hft nought to be glad. 

He bereth on honde that (he is mad 

And loveth nought her hulbonde. 

He faith, he may wel underftonde, 

That if (he wolde his compaignie. 

She Ihulde than afore his eye 

Shew all the plefure that flie might. 

So that by daie ne by night 

She not what thing is for the beft. 

But liveth out of alle reft. 

For what as ever him lift to fain, 

She dare nought fpeke o worde ayein. 

But wepeth and holt her lippes clofe. 

She may wel write : Sans repofe, 

The wife, which is to fuch one marled 

Of alle women be he waried. 

For with his fever of jeloufy 

His eche daies fantafy 

Of forwe is ever aliche grene. 

So that there is no love fene. 

While that him lift at home abide. 

And whan to is he woll out ride, 

Than hath he redy his afpy 

Abiding in her compaigny 

A jangler, an evil mouthed one. 

That (he ne may no whider gone 

Ne fpeke o word, ne ones loke. 

But he ne wol it wende and croke 

And tome after his owne entent. 

Though fhe no thing but honour ment. 
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Whan that the lord cometh home ayein 

The jangler muft fomwhat fain. 

So what withoute and what withinne 

This fever is ever to begiiine. 

For where he cometh he can nought ende. 

Til deth of him hath made an ende. 

For though fo be, that he ne here 

Ne fe ne wite in no manere 

But all honoure and womanhede, 

Therof the jelous taketh none hede. 

But as a man to love unkinde 

He call his llafe and as the blinde 

And fint defaulte where is none. 

As who fo dremeth on a ftone 

How he is laid and groneth ofte, 

Whan he Ueth on his pilwes fofle, 

So is there nought but ftrifc and chert. 

Whan love fhulde make his feft. 

It is great thing if he her kilTe. 

Thus hath rtie loft the nightes blifle. 

For at fuch time he gruccheth ever 

And bereth on honde, there is a lever. 

And that (he wolde another were 

In ftede of him abedde there. 

And with tho wordes and with mo 

Of jeloufy he torneth fro 

And lith upon his other fide, 

And ihe with that draweth her afidc 

And there (he wepeth all the night. 

Ha, to what peine (he is dight 
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That in her youth hath fo befet 

The bond, which may nought ben unknet. 

I wot the time is ofte curled. 

That ever was the gold unpurfed. 

The which was laid upon the boke. 

Whan that all other flie forfoke 

For love of him, but all to late 

She pleigneth, for as than algate 

She mot forbere and to him bowe, 

Though he ne wolde It allowe. 

For man is lord of thilke faJre, 

So may the woman but empeire. 

If /he fpeke ought ayein his wille. 

And thus (he bereth her peine ftille. 

But if this fever a woman take 

She (hall be wel more harde Ihake, 

For though (he bothe fe and here 

And finde that there is no matere, 

She dare but to her felve pleigne. 

And thus flie fuffreth double peine. 

Lo thus, my fone, as I have write; 
Thou might of jeloufie wite 
His fever and his condicion, 
Which is full of fufpicion. 
But wherof that this fever groweth. 
Who fo thefe olde bokes troweth. 
There may he finde how it is. 
For they us teche and telle this. 
How that this fever of jeloufy 
Somdele it groweth of foty 
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Of love and fomdele of untruft. 
For as a fikman left his luft, 
And whan he may no favour gete. 
He hateth than his owne mete. 
Right fo this feverous malady. 
Which caufed is of fantafy, 
Maketh the jelous in feble plite 
To lefe of love his appetite 
Through feigned enformacion 
Of his ymaginacion. 
But finally to taken hede 
Men may wel make a liklyhede 
Betwene him, whiche is avarous 
Of golde, and him that is jelous 
Of love, for in o degre 
They ftonde both, as femeth me. 
That one wold have his bagges ftill 
And nought departen with his will 
And dare nought for the theves flepe. 
So faine he wolde his trefor kepe. 
That other may nought well be glad. 
For he is evermore adrad 
Of thefe lovers, that gone aboute 
In aunter, if they put him oute. 
So have they bothe Htel joy 
As wel of love as of money. 

Now haft thou, fone, of my teching 
Of jeloufy a knouleching. 
That thou might underftonde this, 
Fro whenne he cometh and what he is, 
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^^^^H 


And eke to whom that he is like. 1 


^^^^^H 


Beware forthy thou be nought fike 1 


^^^^^H 


Of thilke fever, as I have fpoke, 1 


^^^^^H 


For it well in him felf be wroke. 1 


^^^^^H 


For love hateth no thing more, ^^^J 


^^^^^H 


As men may finde by the lore d^^| 


^^^^^P 


Of hem, that whilom were wife, ^^^| 


^^^^^ 


How that they fpeke in many wife, 1 


^^^^ 


My fader, foth is that ye fain, 1 


^^^^^B 


But for to loke there ayein 1 


^^^^^k 


Before this time how it is falle. 


^^^^H 


Wherof there might enfample falle 


^^^^^H 


To fuche men as ben jelous 


^^^^^f 


In what maner it is grevous, 


^^^^^ 


Right fain I wolde enfample here. , 


^^H ConfclTor 


My gode fone, at thy praiere J 


^^^^^H 


Of fuche enfamples as I finde, ^mJ 


^^^^^k 


So as they comen now to minde ^^^H 


^^^^^^ 


Upon this point of time gone, ^^^^| 


' 


I thenke for to tellcn one. T 


Hie ponit extmplum 


Ovide wrote of many thinges, " 


contra iftoj inariios 
quoajclouriamacula- 


Among the whiche in his writingcs 


vil, CI narral, qua titer 
Vukanu*, cuiu. uxor 


He told a tale in poefy. 


^^ Venus extJrit, fufpl- 

^^^fe Martem concipitns 
^^^^ eorum geftusdiligen- 
^^^^1 ciui expJorabal, unite 


Which toucheth unto jeloufy 


Upon a certain cas of love. 
Among the goddes al above 


^^^H contigiC, quod cum 
^^^H ipre quadam vice am- 


It felle at thilke time thus. 


^H b'os ^Dfer ft pariter 
^^^H implcMntn in le<!lo 
^^H nudw invenit, »- 
^^^H rlamans onrncin rc- 


The god of fire, which Vulcanus 


Is hote and hath a craft forth with 


^^H mm deorum ti dea- 


Afligned for to be the fmith 

. 1 
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Of Jupiter, and his figure rum ^ tantum fp«s 

Boih of vifage and of ftature fupcrquo omen de- 

Is lothly and malgracious. rem'e"iiium'^a"tou'c^- 

But yet he hath within his hous ho,., confecu.u. cii. 

As for the Hking of his life 
The faire Venus to his wife. 
But Mars, which of batailles is 
The god, an eye had unto this. 
As he which was chivalerous. 
It felle him to ben amorous, 
And thought it was a great pite 
To fe fo lufty one as (he 
Be coupled with fo lourd a wight. 
So that his peine day and night 
He did, if he her winne might. 
And rtie, that had a good infight 
Toward fo noble a knightly lord. 
In love fel of his accord. 
There lacketh nought but time and place, 
That he nis fiker of her grace. 
But whan two hertes fallen in one. 
So wife a wait was never none. 
That at fometime they ne mete. 
And thus this faire lufty fwete 
With Mars hath ofte compaigny. 
But thilke unkinde jeloufy. 
Which evermore the herte oppofeth, 
Maketh Vulcanus, that he fuppofeth. 
That it is nought wel overall. 
And to him felf he faid, he fliall 
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Afpie better, if that he may. 
And fo it felle upon a day, 
That he this thing fo (lightly ledde. 
He founde hem bothe two abedde. 
All warme, echone with other naked. 
And he with crafte all redy maked 
Of ftronge cheines hath hem bounde. 
As he to-gider hem had founde. 
And lefte hem both hgge fo 
And gan to clepe and crie tho 
Unto the goddes all aboute. 
And they aifembled in a route 
Come all at ones for to fe, 
But none amendes hadde he. 
But was rebuked here and there 
Of hem, that loves frendes were. 
And faiden that he was to blame, 
For if there felle him any fhame 
It was through his mifgovernaunce. 
And thus he lofle contenaunce 
This god and let his caufe falle. 
And they to fcorne him kughen alle 
And lofen Mars out of his bondes. 
Wherof thefe erthely hufbondes 
For ever might enfample take. 
If fuche a chaunce hem overtake. 
For Vulcanus his wife bewraide, 
The blame upon him felf he laide, 
Wherof his fhame was the more, 
Whiche oughte for to ben a lore. 



LIBER ^mrus. 



For ( 



r every man. 
To reulen him 



that 1 



t liveth here, 
; this matere, 
Though fuch an happe of love afterte. 
Yet fhuld he nought apoint his herte 
With jeloufy of that is wrought. 
But feignc, as though he wift it nought. 
For if he let it over pafle. 
The fclaunder (hall be wel the lafle, 
And he the more in efe ftonde. 
For this thou might wrell underftonde. 
That where a man fliall nedes lefe, 
The lefte harme is for to chefe. 
But jeloufy of his untrift 
Maketh that ful many an harme arift. 
Which elles fhulde nought arife. 
And if a man him wolde avife 
Of that befelle to Vulcanus, 
Him ought of refon thenke thus, 
That fith a god was therof fhamed, 
Wel (huld an erthely man be blamed 
To take upon him fuche a vice. 

Forthy my fone, in thine office 
Beware, that thou be nought jelous, 
Whiche ofte time hath (hent the hous. 

My fader, this enfample is hard, 
How fuch thing to the hevenward 
Among the goddes mighte falle. 
For there is but o god of alle, 
Which is the lord of heven and helle. 
But if it like you to telle 
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^^^^H 


How fuche goddcs come aplace. 


^^^^^H 


Ye mighten mochel thank purchace. 


^^^^^■^ 


For I fhall be wel taught withall. 


^^^T ConfclTor 


My fone, it is thus overall 


^^^^^ 


With hem, that ftonden mifbeleved, _^^ 


^^^^^L 


That fuche goddes ben beleved ^^^| 


^^^^^H 


In fondry place, fondry wife ^^^| 


^^^^^H 


Amonges hem, which be unwifc, ^^^H 


^^^^^H 


There is betaken of credence, ^H^| 


^^^^^1 


Wherof that I the difference «iM 


^^^^^^H 


In the maner as it is write 


^^^V 


Shall do the pleinly for to wife. 


^V 


Gentibus illujis Jignantur templa deorum, ^^^^H 


^^^H 


Unde d(os ceeoi nach ceca caitt. ^^^H 


^^^m 


Nulla creatcri ram facit tffi creatum ~ 


^H 


Equiparans^ quoad hue jura fagana fifucnt. 


^^^" Quia recundum poe 
ufmodi liUlli loci 


Er Crift was bore among us here 


Of the beleves, that the were. 


na et gellui deonim 


In four formes thus it was. 


faUoruiii intitulanlur 
quorum infidelitai u 
CtlSthnis dariiis in 


They of Caldee, as in this cas. 


Had a beleve by hem felve. 


noteicat, in tend it dc 




Which flood upon the fignes twelve, 


cundum variaa paga 
nonimfeaasrcnbere 


Forth eke with the planetes feven, 




Whiche as they fighen upon the heven 


traflart proponiL 


Of fondry conftellacion 




In her ymaginacion 




With fondry kerfe and portreture 




They made of goddes the figure. 




In thelementes and eke alfo 


^ 


They hadden a beleve tho. 

_ 1 
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And all was that unrefonable. 


^^^^^B 


For thelementes ben fervicable 


^^H 


To man. And ofte of accidence. 


^^H 


As men may fe ihexperience, 
They ben corrupt by fondry way, 


H 


So may no mannes refon fay. 
That they ben god in any wife. 
And eke if men hem wel avife. 


H 


The fonne and mone eclipfen both. 


^^H 


That be hem lef or be hem loth 


^^H 


They fufFre, and what thing is paffible 
To ben a god is inpoffible. 
Thefe elements ben creatures. 


Et nat3, quod ^ 


So ben thefe hevenly figures, 
Wherof may wel be juftified. 


Ncmbroth (juartui 1 

qoam deum in 1 
Caldea pHmu) 1 


That they may nought ben deified. 
And who that taketh away thonour. 


adorari decrevit. I 


Which due is to the creatour. 


^^H 


And yiveth it to the creature. 


^^H 


He doth to great a forfeiture. 


^^H 


But of Caldee netheles 


^^H 


Upon this feith though it be lefle 
They holde afFermed the creaunce, 


^1 


So that of helle the penaunce 

As folk, which ftant out of beleve. 


^1 


They fhall receive, as we beleve. 


^^H 


Of the Caldeus fo in this wife 


De fcfla Egipcio- 1 


Stant the beleve out of aflife. 


J 


But in Egipte worfl of allc 


^^J 


The feith is fals, how fo it fallc. 


1 
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For they diverfe beftes there 
Honour, as though they goddes were. 
And nethelefle yet forth withall 
Thre goddes moft in fpeciall 
They have forth with a goddefle. 
In whome is all her fikernefle. 
Tho goddes be yet cleped thus 
Orus, Tiphon and Ilirus. 
They were brethren alle thre 
And the goddefle in her degre 
Her fufl:er was and Yfis hight, 
Whom Ifirus forlay by night 
And helde her after as his wife. 
So it befell, that upon ftrife 
Tiphon hath Ifre his brother flain, 
Which had a child to fone Grain, 
And he his faders detli to herte 
So toke, that it may nought afterte, 
That he Tiphon after ne flougb. 
Whan he was ripe of age inough. 
But yet thegipciens trowe 
For all this errour, which they knowe, 
That thefe brethern ben of might 
To fette and kepe Egipt upright 
And overthrowe, if that hem like. 
But Yfis, as faith the cronique. 
Fro Grece into Egipte cam 
And flie than upon honde nam 
To teche hem for to fowe and ere. 
Which no man knew to-fore there. 
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And whanne thegipciens figh 

The feldes full afore her eye. 

And that the lond began to greine, 

Which whilom hadde be bareine. 

For therthe bare after the kinde 

His due charge, this I finde. 

That flie of berthe the goddeffe 

Is cleped, fo that in diftrefle 

The women therupon childing 

To her clepe and her ofFring 

They beren, whan that they ben light. 

Lo, howe Egipt all out of fight 

Fro refon ftant in mifbeleve 

For lacke of lore as I beleve. 

Among the Grekes out of the wey De iea> Greco- 

As they that refon put awey 
There was, as the cronique faith. 
Of mifbeleve an other feith. 
That they her goddes and goddeffes 
As who faith token all to gefles 
Of fuche as weren full of vice. 
To whom they made facrifice. 

The highe god, fo as they faide, Nota, quaiitcr Sa- 

To whom they mofle worfhip laide, ftlmmm appeiir- 

Saturnus hight and king of Crete '"''■ 

He hadde be. But of his fete 
He was put down as he, which ftood 
In frenefy and was fo wode, 
That fro his wife, which Rea hight. 
His owne children he to plight 
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And etc hem 

But Jupiter, 

And of full a 

And kut of v 

His genitals. 

Into the depe fee he carte, 

Wherof the Grekes afferme and fay 

Thus, whan they were cart awey. 

Came Venus forth by wey of kinde. 

And of Saturne alfo I finde, 

Howe afterwarde into an ile 

This Jupiter him didde exile. 

Where that he flood in great mifchefe. 

Lo, what a god they maden chefe. 

And lithen that fuche one was he. 

Which flood mod high in his degre 

Among the goddes, thou might know 

Thefe other, that ben more low, 

Ben litel worth, as it is founde. 

For Jupiter was the fecounde, 
Whiche Juno had unto his wife. 
And yet a lechour all his life 
He was and in avouterie 
He wrought many a trecherie. 
And for he was fo full of vices. 
They cleped him god of delices. 
Of whom if thou wolt more wite 
Ovide the poete hath write. 
But yet her fterres bothe two 
Saturne and Jupiter alfo 
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They have, although they ben to blame, 
Attitled to her owiie name. 

Mars was an other in that lawe, 1 

The which in Dace was forth drawe. 
Of whom the clerk Vegecius 
Wrote in his boke and tolde thus, 
Howe he into Itaile came 
And fuch fortune there he nam. 
That he a maiden hath opprefled, 
Whiche in her ordre was profeffed 
As {he, which was the prioreiTe 
In Veftes temple the goddeffe, 
So was (he well the more to blame. 
Dame Ylia this lady name 
Men clepe, and eke fhe was alfo 
The kinges doughter, that was tho. 
Which Minitor by name hight. 
So that ayein the lawes right 
Mars thilke time upon her that 
Remus and Romulus begat, 
Whiche after, whan they come in age. 
Of knighthode and of vaflellage 
Itaile al hole they overcome 
And foundeden the grete Rome. 
In armes and of fuche emprife 
They weren, that in thilke wife 
Her fader Mars for the merveile 
The god is cleped of bataile. 
They were his children bothe two, 
Through hem he toke his name fo. 
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There was none other caufe why. 
And yet a fterre upon the (ley 
He hath unto his name appUed, 
In which that he is fignified. 

An other god they hadden eke, 
To whom for counfeil they befeke. 
The which was brother to Venus, 
Apollo men him clepe thus. 
He was an hunt upon the hilles. 
There was with him no vertue elles, 
Wherof that any bokes carpe, 
But only that he couthe harpe. 
Which whan he walked over londe 
Full ofte time he toke on honde 
To gel him with his fuftenaunce 
For lack of other purveaunce. 
And olherwhile of his falfhede 
He feigneth him to conne arede 
Of thing, which afterward fhuld falle, 
Wherof among his fleightes alle 
He hath the leude folk deceived. 
So that the better he was received. 
Lo now, through what creacion 
He hath deificacion 
And cleped is the god of wit, 
To fuche as be the fooles yet. 

An other god, to whom they fought. 
Mercuric hight, and him ne rought 
What thing he ftale, ne whom he flough. 
Of forcery he couthe inough. 
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That whan he wold him felf transforme 

Full ofte time he toke the forme 

Of woman and his owne lefte. 

So did he well the more thefte. 

A great fpeker in alle thinges 

He was alfo and of lefinges 

An autor, that men wifte none 

An other fuche as he was one. 

And yet they maden of this thefe 

A god, which was unto hem lefe, 

And cleped him in tho beleves 

The god of marchants and of theves. 

But yet a flerre upon the heven 

He hath of the planetes feven. 

But Vukanus, of whom I fpake, 
He had a courbe upon the back, 
And therto he was hippe-halt. 
Of whom thou underftonde (halt. 
He was a fhrewe in al his youth 
And he none other vertue couth 
Of craft to helpe him felve with 
But only that he was a fmith 
With Jupiter, whiche in his forge 
Diverfe thinges made him forge. 
So wote 1 nought for what defire 
They clepen him the god of fire. 

King of Cicile Ypolitiis 
A fone he had, and Eolus 
He hight, and of his faders graunt 
He held by way of covenaunt 
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The governaunce of every ile. 
Which was longend unto Cicile 
Of hem that fro the lond forein 
Lay ope the winde alle pleine. 
And fro thilke iles into the londe 
Full ofte cam the wind to honde. 
After the name of him forthy 
The windes cleped Eoly 
They were, and he the god of winde. 
Lo now, how this beleve is bUnde. 
, The king of Crete Jupiter, 
The fame, whiche I fpake of er, 
Unto his brother, which Neptune 
Was hote, it lilt him to comune 
Parte of his good, fo that by fhip 
He made him ftronge of the lordfhip 
Of all the fee in the parties, 
Where that he wrought his tirannies, 
And the ftraunge iles aboute 
He wan, that every man hath doubte 
Upon his marche for to faile. 
For he anone hem wolde aflaile 
And robbe what thing that they ladden. 
His fauf conduit but if they hadden. 
Wherof the comun vois aros 
In every lond, that fuche a los 
He caught, all nere it worth a ftre. 
That he was cleped of the fee 
The god by name, and yet he is 
With hem, that fo beleve amis. 
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This Neptune eke was thilke alfo, 
Which was the lirfte founder tho 
Of noble Troy, and he forthy 
Was well the more lette by. 

The lorefinan of the fliepherdes 
And eke of hem, that ben netherdes. 
Was of Archade and highte Pan, 
Of whom hath fpoke many a man. 
For in the wode of Nonartigne 
Enclcfed with the trees of plgne 
And on the mount of Parafie 
He had of befles the bailie. 
And eke beneth in the valey. 
Where thilke river, as men may fay. 
Which Ladon highte, made his cours, 
He was the chefe of governours 
Of hem, that kepten tame beftes, 
Wherof they maken yet the feftes 
In the citee of Stimfalides. 
And forth withall yet netheles 
He taughte men the forth drawing 
Of beftaile and eke the making 
Of oxen and of hors the fame, 
How men hem fliulde ride and tame, 
Of foules eke, fo as we finde, 
Full many a fubtil craft of kinde 
He found, which no man knew to-fore. 
Men did him worfhip eke therfore, 
That he the firft in thilke londe 
Was, which the melodie fonde 
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Of reedes, whan they weren ripe. 
With double pipes for to pipe. 
Therof he yaf the firfte lore, 
Till afterward men couthe more. 
To every crafte of mannes helpe 
He had a redy wit to helpe 
Through natural experience. 
And thus the nice reverence 
Of fooles, whan that he was dede. 
The foot was torned to the hede 
And clepen him god of nature. 
For fo they maden his figure. 

An other god, fo as they fele, 
Whiche Jupiter upon Semele 
Begat in his avouterie. 
Whom for to hide his lecherie 
That none therof Ihall take kepe 
In a mountaigne for to kepe, 
Which Dion hight and was in Ynde, 
He fend, in bokes as I finde, 
And he by name Bachus hight. 
Which afterward, whan that he might, 
A waftor was and all his rent 
In wine and bordel he defpent. 
But yet all were he wonder bad. 
Among the Grekes a name he had, 
They cleped him the god of wine. 
And thus a gloton was divine. 

There was yet Efculapius 
A god in thiike time as thus. 
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His craft flood upon furgerie. 
But for the lufte of Iccheric, 
That he to Daires doughter drough. 
It fell, that Jupiter him flough. 
And yet they made him nought forthy 
A god and wift no caufe why. 
In Rome he was long time fo 
A god among the Romains tho, 
For as he faide of his prefence 
There was deftruied a peftilence. 
Whan they to thile of Delphos went. 
And that Apollo with him fent 
This Efculapius his fone 
Among the Romains for to wone, 
And there he dwelte for a while, 
Till afterwarde into that ile, 
Fro when he cam, ayeine he torneth. 
Where all his life that he fojorneth 
Among the Grekes, till that he deiede, 
And they upon him thanne leide 
His name and god of medicine 
He hatte after that ilke line. 
An other god of Hercules 
They made, which was netheles 
A man, but that he was fo ftronge 
In al this world that brode and longe 
So mighty was no man as he. 
Merveiles twelve in his degre. 
As it was couth in fondry londes, 
He dide with his owne hondes 
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Ayein geaunts and monftres both, 
The whiche horrible were and loth. 
But he with ftrength hem overcam, 
Wherof fo great a price he nam. 
That they him clepe amonges alle 
The god of ftrengthe and to him calle. 
And yet there is no refon inne. 
For he a man was full of finne. 
Which proved was upon his ende. 
For in a rage him felf he brende. 
And fuche a cruell mannes dede 
Accordeth nothing with godhede. 
Pluto d«u5[nferni. They had of goddes yet an other. 

Which Pluto bight, and was the brother 

Of Jupiter, and he fro youth 

With every word, which cam to mouth. 

Of any thing, whan he was wroth. 

He wolde fwere his comun othe 

By Lethen and by Flegeton, 

By Cochitum and Acheron, 

The whiche after the bokes telle 

Ben the chefe floodes of the helle. 

By Segne and Stige he fwore alfo. 

That ben the depe pittes two 

Of belle, the moft principall. 

Pluto thefe othes over all 

Swore of his comun cuflumaunce, 

Till it befelle upon a chaunce. 

That he for Jupiters fake 

Unto the goddes let do make 
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A facrifice, and for that dede 
One of the pittes for his mede 
In hell, of whiche I fpake of er. 
Was graunted him, and thus he there 
Upon the fortune of this thlnge 
The name toke of helle kinge. 

Lo, thefe goddes and well mo 
Among the Grekes they had tho, 
And of goddelTes many one, 
Whofe names thou Ihalt here anone. 
And in what wife they deceiven 
The fooles, whiche her feith receiven. 

So as Saturne is foveraine 1 

Of falfe goddes, as they faine, , 

So is Sibeles of goddefles ' 

The moder, whom withoute gefles 
The folke prein honour and ferve 
As they, the whiche her lawe obferve. 
But for to knowen upon this. 
Fro when fhe cam and what flie is, 
Bethincia the centre bight. 
Where fhe cam firft to manncs fight. 
And after was Saturnes wife. 
By whom thre children in her life 
She bare, and they were cleped tho 
Juno, Neptunus and Pluto, 
The which of nice fantafy 
The people wolde deify. 
And for her children weren fo 
Sibeles thanne was alfo 




1 66 CONFESSIO AMAN7IS. 

Made a goddefle, and they her calle 
The moder of the goddes alle. 
So was that name bore forth. 
And yet the caufe is litel worth. 

A vols unto Saturne tolde, 
How that his owne fone him iholde 
Out of his regne put away. 
And he becaufe of thilke wey. 
That him was (hape fuche a fete, 
Sibele his wife began to hate 
And eke her progenie bothe. 
And thus while that they were wrothe 
By Philerem upon a day 
In his avouterie he lay. 
On whom he Jupiter begat. 
And thilke child was after that. 
Which wrought al that was prophecied. 
As it to-fore is fpeciiied. 
So whan that Jupiter of Crete 
Was king, a wife unto him mete 
The doughter of Sibele he toke, 
And that was Juno, faith the boke 
Of his deification 
After the fals opinion, 
That have I tolde, fo as they mene. 
And for this Juno was the quene 
Of Jupiter and fuller eke. 
The fooles unto her feke 
And fain, that flie is the goddeiTe 
Of regnes bothe and of richefle, 



I 



LIBER ^INTUS. 167 

And eke Ihe, as they underftonde. 
The water nimphes hath in honde 
To leden at her owne hefte. 
And whan her lift the (ky tempefte. 
The reinbowe is her meflagere. 
Lo, which a miibeleve is here, 
That fhe goddefte is of the Iky, 
I wot none other caufe why. 

An other goddeffe is Minerve, 
To whom the Grekes obey and ferve. 
And ftie was nigh the greate lay 
Of Triton founde, where (he lay 
A child for-caft, but what fhe was 
There knew no man the fothe cas. 
But in Aufrique fhe was laide 
In the maner as I have laide 
And caried fro that ilke place 
Into an ile fer in Trace, 
The which Pallene thanne hight. 
Where a norice hir kepte and dight. 
And after for fhe was fo wife. 
That fhe found firil in her avife 
The cloth making of woU and line, 
Men faiden, that fhe was divine, 
And the goddeffe of fapience 
They clepen her in that credence. 

Of the goddefle, which Pallas P«ii" .)« beiio- 

Is cleped, fondry fpeche was. 
One faith her fader was Pallaunt, 
Whiche in his time was a geaunt. 
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A cruell man, a batailous. 

An other faith, how in his hous 

She was the caufe, why he deiede. 

And of this Pallas feme eke faide 

That Ihe was Martes wife, and fo 

Among the men that weren tho 

Of mifteleve in the riot 

The goddefTe of batailes hote 

She was, and yet (he bereth the name. 

Now loke, how they be for to blame. 

Saturniis after his exile 
Fro Crete cam in great perile 
Into the londes of Italic 
And there he dide great merveile, 
Wherof his name dwelleth yit. 
For he founde of his owne wit 
The firfte crafte of plough tilling. 
Of ering and of corn fowing. 
And how men (hulden fette vines 
And of the grapes make wines. 
All this he taught. And it fell fo 
His wife, the which cam with him tho. 
Was cleped Cereres by name. 
And for rtie taught alfo the fame 
And was his wife that ilke throwe. 
As it was to the people knowe. 
They made of Ceres a goddefle. 
In whom her tilthe yet they blefle 
And fain that Tricolonius 
Her fone goth amonges us 
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And maketh the corn good chepe or 
Right as her lift from yere to yere. 
So that this wife becaufe of this 
Goddefle of cornes cleped is. 

King Jupiter, which his Hking 
Whilom fulfilled in alle thing, 
So priveliche about he ladde 
His luft, that he his wille hadde 
Of Latona and on her that 
Diane his doughter he begat 
Unknowen of his wife Juno. 
But afterward fhe knewe it fo. 
That Latona for drede fled 
Into an ile, where (he hid 
Her wombe, which of childe aros. 
Thilke lie cleped was Delos, 
In which Diana was forth brought 
And kept fo, that her lacketh nought. 
And after whan (he was of age. 
She toke none hede of mariage. 
But out of mannes compaigny 
She toke her all to venery 
In foreft and in wilderneffe. 
For there was all her befinelTe 
By day and eke by nightes tide 
With arwes brode under the fide 
And bow in honde, of which (lie flough 
And toke all that her lift inough 
Of beftes, which ben chaceable, 
Wherof the cronique of this fable 
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Saith that the gentils moft of alle 
Worfhippen her, and to her calle 
And the goddefle of high hilles. 
Of grene trees, of fresdie welles 
They clepen her in that beleve. 
Which that no refon may acheve. 
Proferpina, which doughter was 
Of Cereres, befell this cas. 
While fhe was dwelling in Ciclle, 
Her moder in that ilke while 
Upon her bleffing and her heft 
Bad, that flie fliulde ben honeft 
And lerne for to weve and fpinne 
And dwelle at home and kepe her inne. 
But fhe caft all that lore awey. 
And as fhe went her out to pley 
To gader floures in a pleine, 
And that was under the mountaigne 
Of Ethna, fell the fame tide 
That Pluto cam that waie ride. 
And fodeinly, er fhe was ware. 
He toke her up into his chare. 
And as they riden in the felde, 
Her grete beaute he behelde. 
Which was fo plefaunt in his eye. 
That for to holde in compaignie 
He wedded her and helde her fo 
To ben his wife for evermo. 
And as thou hafl to-fore herd telle. 
How he was cleped god of helle. 
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So is flie cleped the goddefle 
Becaufe of him ne more ne lefle. 

Lo thus, my fone, as I the tolde 
The Grekes whilom by dales olde 
Her goddes had in fondry wife, 
And through the lore of her apprife 
The Romains helden eke the fame 
And in worfhippe of her name 
To every god in fpeclall 
They made a temple forth withall 
And eche of hem his yeres day 
Attitled hadde. And of array 
The temples weren than ordeigned 
And eke the people was conftreigned 
To come and done her facnfice. 
The preftes eke in her ofHce 
Solempne maden thilke feftes. 
And thus the Grekes Hch to beftes 
The men in ftede of god honour. 
Which mighten nought hem felf foccou 
While that they were alive here. 
And over this as thou fliah here 

The Grekes fulfilled of fatitafy 
Sain eke, that of the hilles high 
The goddes ben in fpeclall, 
But of her name in generall 
They hoten alle Satiry. 

There ben of nimphes proprely 
In the beleve of hem alfo, 
Oreades they faiden tho 
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Attitled beii to the montaigncs. 
And for the wodes in demeines 
Driadci civarum. To kcpc tho ben Dfiadcs, 
Naiades foncium. Of fresfhc wcllcs Naiadcs, 
Nertidea marium. And of the nimphcs of the fee 
I finde a tale in proprete. 
How Dorus whilom king of Grece, 
Whiche had of infortune a piece, 
His wife forth with his doughter alle 
So as the happes ihulden falle 
With many a gentilwoman there 
Dreint in the faltc fee they were, 
Wherof the Grekes that time faiden 
And fuch a name upon hem laidcn. 
Nereides that they ben hote. 
The nimphes whiche that they note 
To regne upon the ftremes faltc. 
Lo now, if this beleve halte. 
But of the nimphes as they telle. 
In every place where they dwelle 
They ben all redy obeifaunt 
As damifelles attendaunt 
To the goddeffes, whofe fervife 
They mote obey in alle wife, 
Wherof the Grekes to hem befekc 
■ With tho, that ben goddefles eke. 
And have In hem a great credence. 
And yet without experience 
Saufe onely of illufion. 
Which was to hem dampnacion. 
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For men alfo that were dede 

They hadden goddes as I rede. 

And tho by name Manes highten. 

To whom ful great honour they dighten. 

So as the Grekes lawe faith. 

Which was ayein the righte feith. 

Thus have I tolde a great partie. 
But all the hole progenie 
Of goddes in that like time 
To longe it were for to rime. 
But yet of that, which thou haft herde, 
Of mifbeleve, howe it hath ferde, 
There is a great diverfite. 

My fader, right fo thenketh me. 
But yet o thinge I you befeche, 
Which ftant in alle mennes fpeche, 
The god and the goddefle of love, 
Of whom ye nothing here above 
Have told ne fpoken of her fare, 
That ye me wolde now declare, 
How they firft come to that name. 

My fone, I have it left for Ihame, 
Becaufe I am her owne preft. 
But for they ftonde nigh thy breft 
Upon the fhrifte of thy matere. 
Thou {halt of hem the fothe here 
And underftond now well the cas. 
Venus Saturnes doughter was. 
Which alle daunger put awey 
Of love and found to luft a wey, 
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So that of her in fondry place 

Diverfe men fell into grace, 

And fuch a lufty life fhe ladde. 

That (he diverfe children hadde. 

Now one by this, now one by that. 

Of her it was that Mars begat 

A child, which cleped was Armene, 

Of her cam alfo Andragene, 

To whom Mercuric father was. 

Anchifes begat Eneas 

Of her alfo, and Ericon 

Hiten begatte, and therupon 

Whan that ihe figh ther was none other 

By Jupiter her owne brother 

She lay, and he begat Cupide. 

And thilke fone upon a tide. 

Whan he was come unto his age. 

He had a wonder fair vifage 

And founde his mother amorous, 

And he was alfo lecherous. 

So whan they wercn bothe alone. 

As he whichc eycn hadde none 

To fe refon, his mother kirt. 

And Ihe alfo that nothing wift 

But that, whiche unto his luft belongcth. 

To bene her love him underfongeth. 

Thus was he blinde, and fhe unwis. 

But netheles this caufe it is, 

Which Cupide is the god of love. 

For he his mother derfte love. 
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And (he, which thought her luftes fond 
Diverfe loves toke on honde 
Wei mo than I the telle here. 
And for fhe wolde her felve flcere. 
She made comun that difporte 
And fet a lawe of fuch a porte. 
That every woman mighte take 
What man her Hfi; and nought foriake 
To ben as comun as flie wolde. 
She was the firft alfo, which tolde. 
That women rtiulde her body felle. 
Semiramis fo as men telle 
Of Venus kepte thilke apprife. 
And fo did in the fame wife 
Of Rome faire Neabolie, 
Which lift her body to Regolie. 
She was to every man felawe 
And held the luft of thilke lawe. 
Which Venus of her felf beganne, 
Wherof that {he the name wanne. 
Why men her clepen the goddefle 
Of love and eke of gentileffe, 
Of worldes luft and of plefaunce. 
Se now the foule mifcreaunce 
Of Grekes in thilke time tho, 
Whan Venus toke her name fo. 
There was no caufe under the monc 
Of which they hadden tho to done. 
Of wel or wo where fo it was. 
That they ne token in that cas 
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A god to helpe or a. goddefle, 
Wherof to take my witnefle, 
Noia de epiftoia The king of Bragman Dindimus 

BragJna'nnorum^" WrOtC UntO AHfaUndrC thuS 

^S'^brdl" I" blaminge of the Grekes feith 
quod Grtci tunc ad ^^j of the miftelcve he faith, 

corporis conferva- ' 
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drafpeciaiitcrap. A fondrv god, to whom thev fpradden 
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Her armes and or help beloughten. 

Minerve for the hede they foughten. 
For flie was wife, and of a man 
The wit and refon which he can 
Is in the celles of the brain, 
Wherof they made her foverain. 

Mercurie, which was in his dawes 
A great fpeker of falfe lawes, 
On him the keping of the tunge 
They laiden, whan they fpeke or funge. 

For Bachus was a gloton eke 
Him for the throte they befeke. 
That he it wolde wasfhen ofte 
With fuote drinkes and with fofte. 

The god of fhulders and of armes 
Was Hercules, for he in armes 
The mightieft was to fight, 
To him tho limmes they behight. 
The god whom that they clepen Mart 
The breft to kepe hath for his part. 
For with the herte in his ymage 
That he addrefle to his corage. 
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■*And of the galle the goddefle, 
For flie was ful of haftinefle. 
Of wrath and light to greve alfo, 
They made and faid, it was Juno. 

Cupide, which the brond of fire 
Bare in his hond, he was the fire 
Of the ftomack, which boileth ever, 
Wherof the luftes ben the lever. 

To the goddeiTe Cereres, 
Whiche of the corn yaf her encres, 
Upon the feith that tho was take 
The wombes cure was betake. 

And Venus through the lechery, 
For whiche they her deify. 
She kepte all down the remenaunt 
To thjlke office appertenaunt. 

Thus was difpers Jn fondry wife 
The miibeleve as I devife 
With many an ymage of entaile. 
Of fuche as might hem nought availe, 
Forthy withoute lives chere 
Unmighty ben to fe or here 
Or fpeke or do or elles fele. 
And yet the fooles to hem knele, 
Whiche is her owne handes werke. 
Ha lord, how this beleve is derke 
And fer fro refonable wit. 
And netheles they don it yit. 
That was o day a ragged tre 
To morwe upon his mageftc 
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Sunt in the temple wel befein, 

How might a mannes refon fain, 

That fuch a ftock may helpe or greve ? 

But they, that ben of fuch beleve 

And unto fuche goddes calle, 

It fhall to hem right fo befalle 

And failen ate mofte nede. 

But if the lift to taken hede 

And of the firft ymage wite, 

Petronius therof hath write 

And eke Nlgargorus alfo, 

And they afferme and write fo. 

That Prometheus was to-fore 

And founde the firft craft therfore. 

And Cirophanes, as they telle. 

Through counfeil, which was take in helle. 

In remembraunce of his lignage 

Let fetten up the firft ymage. 

Of Cirophanes faith the boke. 

That he for forwe, which he toke, 

Of that he figh his fone dede. 

Of comfort knew none other rede 

But let do make in remembraunce 

A faire ymage of his femblaunce 

And fet it in the market place. 

Which openly to-fore his face 

Stood every day to done him efe. 

And they that thanne wolde plefe 

The fader, Ihulden it obey. 

Whan that they comen thilke wey. 
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And of Ninus king of Aflire 
I rede, how that in his empire 
He was next after the fecound 
Of hem, that firft ymages found. 
For he right in femblable cas 
Of Belus, which his fader was 
Fro Nembroth in the righte line, 
Let make of gold and ftones fine 
A precious ymage riche 
After his fader evenliche. 
And therupon a law he fette. 
That every man of pure dette 
With facrifice and with truagc 
Honoure fliulde thilk ymage. 
So that withinne time it felle 
Of Belus cam the name of Belle, 
Of Bel cam Belzebub and fo 
The mifbeleve wente tho. 

The thrid ymage next to this 
Was, whan the king of Grece Apis 
Was dede, they maden a figure 
In refemblaunce of his ftature. 
Of this king Apis faith the boke. 
That Serapis his name toke. 
In whom through long continuaunce 
Of mifteleve a great creaunce 
They hadden and the reverence 
Of facrifice and of encence 
To him they made. And as they telle 
Among the wonders that befelle. 
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Whan Alifaundre fro Candace 

Cam ridend in a wilde place 

Under an hille a cave he fond, 

And Candalus, whiche hi that lond 

Was bore and was Candaces fone, 

Him told, how that of comun wone 

The goddes were in thilke cave. 

And he that wolde aflay and have 

A knoulechinge, if it be foth, 

Light of his hors and in he goth 

And fond therinne that he fought. 

For through the fendes fleight him thought 

Amonges other goddes mo. 

That Serapis fpake to him tho. 

Whom he figh there in great array. 

And thus the fend fro day to day 

The worlhip of ydolatrie 

Drough forth upon the fantafy 

Of hem, that weren thanne bhnde 

And coathen nought the trouthe finde. 

Thus haft thou herd in what degre 

Of Grece, Egipte and Caldee 

The mifbeleves whilom flood, 

And how fo that they be nought good 

Ne trewe, yet they fprongen oute, 

Wherof the wide worlde aboute 

His parte of miibeleve toke. 

Til fo befelle, as faith the boke. 

That god a people for him felve 

Hath chofe of the lignages twelve. 
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Wherof the fothe redely, 
As it is write in Genefy, 
I thenke telle in fuche a wife. 
That it (hall be to thin apprife. 

After the flood, fro which Noe 
Was fauf, the worlde in his degre 
Was made as who faith new ayein 
Of flour, of fruit, ofgras, ofgrein, 
Of beeft, of brid and of mankinde, 
Whiche ever hath be to god unkinde. 
For nought withftonding all the fare 
Of that this world was made fo bare, 
And afterward it was reftored. 
Among the men was nothing mored 
Towardes god of good living. 
But all was torned to liking 
After the flesfli, fo that foryete 
Was he, which yaf hem life and mete. 
Of heven and erthe creatour. 
And thus cam forth the great errour. 
That they the highe god ne knewe. 
But maden other goddes newe, 
As thou haft herd me faid to-fore. 
There was no man that time bore, 
That he ne had after his chois 
A god, to whom he yaf his vois, 
Wherof the mifbeleve cam 
Into the time of Abraham. 
But he found out the righte wey, 
Howe only men fliuld obey 
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The highe god, which weldeth all 

And ever hath done and ever fliall 

In heven, in erth and eke in helle. 

There is no tunge his might may telle. 

This patriarch to his lignage 

Forbad, that they to none ymagc 

Encline (holden in no wife. 

But her ofFrende and facrifife 

With all the hole hertes love 

Unto the mighty god above 

They fliulde yive and to no mo. 

And thus in thilke time tho 

Began that fe<5t upon this erthe, 

Whiche of beleves was the ferthe. 

Of rightwifneffe it was conceived. 

So muft it nedes be received 

Of him, that alle right is inne, 

The highe god, which wolde winne 

A people unto his owne feith. 

On Abraham the ground he laith 

And made him for to multiply 

Into lb great a progeny. 

That they Egipte all over fpradde. 

But Pharao with wrong hem ladde 

In fervitude ayein the pees. 

Til god let fende Moifes 

To make the deliveraunce. 

And for his people great vengeaunce 

He toke, which is to here a wonder. 

The king was flain, the lond put under. 
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God bad the redde fee devide. 

Which ftood upright on every fide 

And yaf unto his people a wey. 

That they on foot it pafled drey 

And gone ib forth into defert. 

Where for to kepe hem in covert 

The daies vfhan the fonne brent 

A large cloude hem over went. 

And for to wiiTen hem by night 

A firy piller hem alight. 

And whan that they for hunger pleigne. 

The mighty god began to reine 

Manna fro heven down to grounde, 

Wherof that eche of hem hath founde 

His food, fuch right as him lift. 

And for they Ihuld upon him trift 

Right as who fet a tonne abroche, 

He percede the harde roche 

And fpronge out water all at wille. 

That man and befte hath dronk his fille. 

And afterward he yaf the lawe 

To Moifes, that hem withdrawe 

They fliulde nought fro that he bad. 

And in this wife they be lad. 

Til they toke in pofleflion 

The londes of promiffion. 

Where that Caleph and Jofue 

The marches upon fuch degre 

Departen after the lignage. 

That eche of hem as heritage 
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The highe god, which weldeth all 

And ever hath done and ever fiiall 

In heven, in erth and eke in helle. 

There is no tunge his might may telle. 

This patriarch to his lignage 

Forbad, that they to none ymage 

Encline Iholden in no wife. 

But her offrende and facrifife 

With all the hole hertes love 

Unto the mighty god above 

They (hulde yive and to no mo. 

And thus In thilke time tho 

Began that fed upon this erthe, 

Whiche of beleves was the ferthe. 

Of rightwifnefle it was conceived. 

So muft it nedes be received 

Of him, that alle right is inne. 

The highe god, which wolde winne 

A people unto his owne feith. 

On Abraham the ground he lalth 

And made him for to multiply 

Into fo great a progeny. 

That they Egipte all over fpradde. 

But Pharao with wrong hem ladde 

In fervitude ayein the pees, 

Til god let fende Moifes 

To make the deliveraunce. 

And for his people great vengeaunce 

He toke, which is to here a wonder. 

The king was llain, the lend put under, 
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God bad the redde fee devide. 
Which ftood upright on every fide 
And yaf unto his people a wey. 
That they on foot it palTed drey 
And gone fo forth into defert. 
Where for to kepe hem in covert 
The dales whan the fonne brent 
A large cloude hem over went. 
And for to wiflen hem by night 
A firy piller hem alight. 
And whan that they for hunger pleigne. 
The mighty god began to reine 
Manna fro heven down to grounde, 
Wherof that eche of hem hath founde 
His food, fuch right as him lift. 
And for they fliuld upon him trift 
Right as who fet a tonne abroche. 
He percede the harde roche 
And fpronge out water all at wille. 
That man and befte hath dronk his fille. 
And afterward he yaf the lawe 
To Moifes, that hem withdrawe 
They (hulde nought fro that he bad. 
And in this wife they be lad. 
Til they toke in pofleffion 
The londes of promilTion, 
Where that Caleph and Joluc 
The marches upon fuch degre 
Departen after the lignage, 
That eche of hem as heritage 
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His purparty hath underfonge. 
And thus flood this beleve longe, 
Whiche of prophetes was governed. 
And they had eke the people lerned 
Of great honour, that ihuld hem falle. 
But ate mofte nede of alle 
They faileden, whan Crift was bore. 
But how that they her feith have lore, 
It nedeth nought to tellen all. 
The matere is fo general]. 

Whan Lucifer was befl: in heven 
And ought nnoft have ftonde in even, 
Towardes god he toke debate. 
And for that he was obftinate 
And wolde nought to trouth enclinc 
He fel for ever into ruine. 

And Adam eke in paradis. 
Whan he flood moft in all his pris 
After the ftate of innocence, 
Ayein the god brake his defence 
And fell out of his place awey. 
And right by fuch a maner wey 
The Jewes in her befte plite. 
Whan that they fliolden moft parfite 
Have ftonde upon the prophecy, 
Tho fellen they to moft foly 
And him, which was fro heven come 
And of a maid his fles(h hath nome 
And was among hem bore and fed. 
As men that wolden nought be fped 
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There fhulden alle men be loft. 

But Crift reiloreth thilke loft 

And bought It with his flesftie and blood. 

And if we thenken, how it ftood 

Of thilke raunfon, which he paid. 

As faint Gregoire it wrote and fald. 

All was behovely to the man. 

For that, wherof his wo began. 

Was after caufe of all his welth. 

Whan he, which is the welle of helth, 

The highe creatour of life 

Upon the node of fuch a ftrife 

So wolde he for his creature 

Take on him felf the forfeiture 

And fuffre for the mannes fake. 

Thus may no refon wel forfake, 

That ilke iinne original 

Ne was the caufe in fpeciall 

Of mannes worftiip ate laft, 

Which fliall withouten ende laft. 

For by that caufe the godhede 

AiTembled was to the manhede 

In the virgine, where he nome 

Our flesftie and verray man become 

Of bodely fraternite, 

Wherof the man in his degre 

Stant more worth, as I have told. 

Than he ftood erft by many fold. 

Through baptifme of the newe lawe, 

Of which Crift lord is and felawe. 
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And thus the highe goddes might. 
Which was in the virgine alight. 
The mannes foule has reconciled. 
Which hadde longe ben exiled. 
So ftant the feith upon beleve, 
Withoute which may non acheve. 
But this beleve is fo certain 
To bigge mannes foule ayein. 
So full of grace and of vertu, 
That what man clepeth to Jefu 
In clene life forth with good dede, 
He may nought faile of heven mede. 
Which taken hath the tighte feith. 
For elles, as the gofpel faith, 
Salvacion there may be none. 
And for to preche therupon 
Crift bad to his apoftles alle. 
The whos power as now is falle 
On us, that ben of holy chlrche, 
If we the gode dedes werche. 
For feith only fufficeth nought. 
But if good dede alfo be wrought. 

Now were it good, that thou forthy, 
Which through baptifme proprely 
Art unto Criftes feith profefled. 
Beware that thou be nought opprefled 
With anticriftes lollardie. 
For as the Jewes prophecie 
Was fet of god for avauntage, 
Right fo this newe tapinage 
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Of loUardie goth aboute 

To fette Criftes feith in doubte. 

The faints, that weren us to-fore. 

By whom the feith was firft up bore. 

That holy chirche ftood releved. 

That oughten better be beleved 

Than thefe, whiche that men knowe 

Nought holy, though they feigne and blowe 

Her loUardy in mennes ere. 

But if thou wolt live out of fere, 

Such newe lore I rede efcheue 

And hold forth right the wey and fue. 

As thin aunceftres did er this. 

So ihalt thou nought beleve amis. 

incipiijefoificere CHft wroughte firft and after taught 
So that the dede his word araught. 
He yaf enfample in his perfone. 
And we tho wordes have alone 
Like to the tree with leves grene. 
Upon the which no fruit is fene. 

Nota, quod cum The prefl Thoas, which of Minerve 

Anthenor palladi- .-_< i i i i r r 

umTroieitempio The temple hadde ror to lerve 
SlTbidS^: And the palkdion of Troy 
Tol^ocX K<:pt '^nder keie, for monaie 
avertit et fic ml- Of Anthcnor, whiche he hath nome, 

lum quail non vi- 

dtrs fcitnter fieri Hath fuffrcd Anthcnof to come 
And the palladion to ftele, 
Wherof the worfliip and the wele 
Of the Troians was overthrowe. 
But Thoas ate fame throwe. 
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Whan Anthenor this jeuele toke, 
Winkende caft awey his loke 
For a deceipte and for a while, 
As he that (huld him felf beguile. 
He hid his eyen fro the fight 
And wende wel, that he fo might 
Excufe his falfe confcience. 
I wot nought if thilke evidence 
Now at this time in her eftates 
Excufe mighte the prelates, 
Knowend how that the feith difcrefeth 
And alle moral vertu cefeth, 
Wherof that they the keies here. 
But yet hem liketh nought to ftere 
Her goftlich eye for to fe 
The worlde in his adveriite. 
They wol no laboure undertake 
To kepe that hem is betake. 
Crifl: deide him felf for the feith. 
But now our ferful prelate faith: 
The life is fwete, and that he kepeth 
So that the feith unholpe flepeth. 
And they unto her efe entenden 
And in her luft her Hfe defpenden, 
And every man doth what him lift. 
Thus ftant this world fulfilled of mift. 
That no man feeth the righte wey. 
The wardes of the chirche key 
Through miftiandlinge ben mifwreint. 
The worldes wawe hath welnigh dreint 
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The fhip, wliich Peter hath to ftere, 
The forme is kept, but the matere 
Transformed is in other wife. 
But if they weren goftly wife 
And that the prelats weren good. 
As they by olde daies flood. 
It were thanne litel nede 
Among the men to taken hede 
Of that they heren pfeudo telle, 
Which now is come for to dwelle 
To fowe cockel with the corn. 
So that the tilthe is nigh forlorn. 
Which Crift few firft his owne hond. 
Now ftant the cockel in the lond. 
Where ftood whilom the gode greine. 
For the prelats now, as men fain, 
Forflouthen that they (holden tille. 
And that I trowe be the fkille. 
Whan there is lacke in hem above. 
The people is ftraunged to the love 
Of trouth in caufe of ignoraunce. 
For where there is no purveaunce 
Of light, men erren in the derke. 
But if the prelats wolden werke 
Upon the feith, which they us teche. 
Men fholden nought her waie feche 
Withoute light as now is ufed. 
Men fe the charge all day refufed, 
Whiche holy chirche hath undertake. 
But who that wolde enfample take. 
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Gregoire upon his Omelie 

Ayein the flouthe of preclacie 

Compleigneth him and thus he faith : 

Whan Peter, fader of the feith. 

At domefday ihall with him bring 

Judeam, which through his preching 

He wan, and Andrew with Achay 

Shall come his dette for to pay. 

And Thomas eke with his beyete 

Of Ynde, and Paul the routes grete 

Of fondry londes to prefent. 

And we fulfilled of londe and rent, 

Whiche of this worlde we holden here. 

With voide hondes fhall appere, 

Touchend our cure fpirituall, 

Whiche is our charge in fpeciall, 

I not what thing it may amounte 

Upon thilke ende of our accompte, 

Which Crift him felf is auditour. 

Which taketh none hede of vein honour, 

Thoffice of the chauncellerie 

Or of the kinges treforie 

Ne for ne write ne for ne taile 

To warrant may nought than availe. 

The world, which now fo wel we trow, 

Shall make us thanne but a mowe. 

So pafle we withoute mede. 

That we none otherwife fpede. 

But as we rede, that he fpedde. 

The whiche his lordes befant hadde 
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And therupon gat none encres. 
But at his time netheles. 
What other man his thank deferve. 
The world fo lufty is to ferve. 
That we with him ben all accorded. 
And that is wift and well recorded 
Through out this erthe in alle londcs. 
Let knightes winne with her hondes. 
For cure tunge fhall be ftill 
And ftande upon the flesfties will, 
It were a travail for to preche 
The feith of Crift, as for to techc 
The folke painim, it woll nought be. 
But every prelate holde his fee 
With alle fuch as he may gete 
Of lufty drinke and lufty mete, 
Wherof the body fat and full 
Is unto goflly labour dull 
And flough to handle thilke plough. 
But elles we ben fwifte inough 
Toward the worldes avarice. 
And that is as a facrifice. 
Which after that thapoftle faith 
Is openly ayeln the feith 
Unto the ydols yove and graunted, 
But netheles as it is now haunted 
And vertue chaunged into vice. 
So that largeffe is avarice. 
In whofe chapitre now we trete. 
My fader, this matere is bete 
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So far, that t 



vhile I liv 



I 



ever ^ 

I ihall the better hede yive 
Unto my felf by many wey. 
But over this now wolde I prey 
To wite, what the braunches are 
Of avarice, and how they fare 
Als well in love as otherwife. 

My fone, and I the rtiall devife 
In fuche a maner as they ftonde. 
So that thou (halt hem underftonde. 

Jigros jungU agrh cupidus domtbufque domifque 
Poffidrat totamfic quaft filu! humum. 

Solus et innumeros mulierum fpirat amores-, 
Ut facra miUenh Jit Jibi eulta Venus. 

Dame avarice is nought foleine. 
Which is of gold the capiteine. 
But of her courte in fondry wife 
After the fcole of her apprifc 
She hath of fervaunts many one, 
Wherof that covetife is one, 
Which goth the large worlde about 
To feche thavauntages out. 
Where that he may the profit winne 
To avarice and bringeth it inne. 
That one halt and that other draweth, 
There is no day which hem bedaweth 
No more the fonne than the mone. 
Whan there is any thing to done. 
And namely with covetife. 
For he ilant out of all ailife 
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Of refonable mannes fare, 

Where he purpofeth him to fare 

Upon his lucre and his beyete. 

The fmalle path, the large flrete. 

The furlonge and the longe mile. 

All is but one for thilke while. 

And for that he is fuch one holde. 

Dame avarice him hath witholde, 

As he which is the principall 

Outward, for he is over all 

A purveiour and an efpy. 

For right as of an hungry py 

The ftorve beftes ben awaited. 

Right fo is covetife aifaited 

To loke where he may purchace. 

For by his will he wolde embrace 

All that this wide world beclippeth. 

But ever he fomwhat overhippeth. 

That he ne may nought all fulfiUe 

The luftes of his gredy wille. 

But where it falleth in a londe. 

That covetife in mighty honde 

Is fet, it is full hard to fede. 

For than he taketh none other hede. 

But that he may purchace and gete. 

His confcience hath all foryete 

And nought what thing it may amounte. 

That he {hall afterwarde accompte. 

But as the luce in his degre 

Of tho, that lafle ben than he. 
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The fisfhes gredily devoureth. 
So that no water hem foccourelh. 
Right fo no lawe may refcowe 
Fro him, that woll no right allowe. 
For where that fuch one is of might, 
His win fliall ftonde in ftede of right. 
Thus be the men deftruied full ofte, 
Till that the grete god alofte 
Ayein fo great a covetife 
Redrefle it in his owne wife. 
And in enfample of all tho 
I finde a tale write fo. 
The which for it is good to lere 
Herafterward thou flialt it here. 

Whan Rome flood in noble plite, '^'^' 
Virgile, which was tho parfite, 
A mirrour made of his clergie 
And fette it in the townes eye 
Of marbre on a piller without. 
That they by thritty mile about 
By day and eke alfo by night 
In that mirrour beholde might 
Her ennemies. If any were. 
With all her ordenaunce there. 
Which they ayein the citee call. 
So that while thilke mirrour lall, 
Ther was no lond, which might acheve 
With werre Rome for to greve, 
Wherof was great envie tho. 
And fell that ilke time fo, 
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Craflb Roinanorum 
imperatore, qui tur- 
rlm, in qua fpeculum 
Virgilii Rome finum 
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evertit, unde non fo- 
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That Rome hadde werres ftronge 
Ayein Cartage, and ftoden longe 
The two citees upon debate. 
Cartage figh the ftrong eftate 
Of Rome in thilke mirrour ftonde 
And thought all prively to fonde 
To overthrowe it by fome wile. 
And Hanibal was thilke while 
The prince and leader of Cartage, 
Which hadde fet all his corage 
Upon knighthode in fuch a wife. 
That he by worthy and by wife 
And by none other was counfeiled, 
Wherof the world is yet merveiled 
Of the maiftries that he wrought 
Upon the marches, which he fought. 
And fell in thilke time alfo. 
The kinge of Puile, which was tho. 
Thought ayein Rome to rebellc. 
And thus was take the quarelle. 
How to deftruie the mirrour. 
Of Rome tho was emperour 
Craffus, which was fo covetous. 
That he was ever deCrous 
Of gold to gete the pilage, 
Wherof that Puile and eke Cartage 
With phllofophres wife and great 
Beginne of this matere to treat. 
And ate laft in this degre 
There weren philofophres thre 
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To do this thing whiche undertoke. 

And thenipon they with hem toke 

A great trefure of gold in cofres 

To Rome, and thus thefe philofophres 

To-gider in compaignie went. 

But no man wifte what they ment. 

Whan they to Rome come were. 

So prively they dwelte there. 

As they that thoughten to deceive. 

Was none, that might of hem perceive. 

Till they in fondry ftedes have 

Her gold under the erth begrave 

In two trefors that to beholde 

They {holden feme as they were olde. 

And fo forth than upon a day 

All openly in good array 

To themperour they hem prefent 

And tolden, it was her entent 

To dwellen under his fervife. 

And he hem axeth in what wife. 

And they him told in fuch a pHte, 

That eche of hem had a fpirite. 

The which flepend anight appereth 

And hem by fondry dremes lereth 

After the world that hath betid. 

Under the grounde if ought be hid 

Of olde trefor at any throwe. 

They fliall it in her fwevenes knowe. 

And upon this condition 

They fain, what gold under the town 
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Of Rome is hid, they woU it finde. 
There fliulde nought be left behinde. 
Be fo that he the halve defe 
Hem graunt and he aflenteth wele. 
And thus cam fleighte for to dwelle 
With covetife as I the telle. 
This emperour bad redely, 
That they be logged fade by. 
Where he his owne body lay. 
And whan it was at morwe day. 
That one of hem faith, that he mette, 
Where he a gold hord fhulde fette, 
Wherof this emperour was glad. 
And therupon anone he bad 
His minours for to go and mine. 
And he him felf of that covine 
Goth forth withall and at his honde 
The trefor redy there he fonde, 
Where as they faid it fhulde be. 
And who was thanne glad but he ? 

Upon that other day fecounde 
They have an other gold hord founde. 
Which the feconde maifler toke 
Upon his fweven and undertoke. 
And thus the foth experience 
To themperour yaf fuch credence. 
That all his truft and all his feith 
So fikerliche on hem he laith. 
Of that he found him fo releved. 
That they ben parfitly beleved. 



J 
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As though they were goddes thre. 
Now herken the fubtilite 
The thridde maifter fliulde mete, 
Whiche as they faiden was unmete 
Above hem all, and couthe moft. 
And he withoute noife or boil: 
All priveHch, fo as he wolde. 
Upon the morwe his fwevenes tolde 
To themperour right in his ere 
And faid him, that he wifte where 
A trefor was fo plenteous 
Of golde and eke fo precious 
Of jeuelles and of rich flones. 
That unto all his hors at ones 
It were a charge fuffifaunt. 
This lord upon this covenaunt 
Was glad and axeth where it was. 
The maifter faid, under the glas. 
He tolde him eke as for the mine 
He wolde ordeigne fuch engine. 
That they the werk fhulde underfette 
With timber, and withoute lette 
Men may the trefor faufly delve. 
So that the mirrour by him felve 
Without empeirement (hal ftonde. 
All this the maifter upon honde 
Hath undertake in alle wey. 
This lord, whiche had his wit awey 
And was with covetife blent, 
Anone therto yaf his aflent. 
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And thus they mine forth withall. 

The timber fet up over all, 

Wherof the piller ftood upright, 

Till it befell upon a night 

Thefe clerkes, whan they were ware. 

How that the timber only bare 

The piller, where the mirrour ftood. 

Her fleighte no man underftood. 

They go by night unto the mine 

With pitch, with fulphre and refine. 

And whan the citee was aflepe, 

A wilde fire into the depe 

They caft among the timber werke 

And fo forth while the night was derke 

Defguifed in a pouer array 

They palTeden the tcwne er day. 

And whan they come upon an hille. 

They fighen how the mirrour felle, 

Wherof they made joy inough, 

And eche of hem with other lough 

And faiden : Lo, what covetife 

May do with hem that be nought wife ? 

And that was proved afterwarde. 

For every lond to Rome warde, 

Whiche hadde be fubgit to-fore. 

Whan this mirrour was fo forlore 

And they the wonder herde fay, 

Anone begunne difobey 

With werres upon every fide. 

And thus hath Rome loft his pride 
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And 1 



-all. 



1 was derouled over a 
For this I finde of Hanibal, 
That he of Remains in a day. 
Whan he hem found out of array. 
So great a multitude flough, 
That of gold ringes, which he drough 
Of gentil hondes, that ben dede, 
Busfhelles fulle thre, I rede. 
He filled and made a brlgge alfo. 
That he might over Tiber go 
Upon the corps that dede were 
Of the Romains, whiche he flough there. 

But now to fpeke of thejuife. 
The which after the covetife 
Was take upon this emperour. 
For he deftruied the mirrour, 
It is a wonder for to here 
The Remains maden a chaiere 
And fet her emperour therlnne 
And faiden, for he wolde winne 
Of gold the fuperfluite, 
Of golde he (hulde fuch plente 
Receive, till he faide ho. 
And with gold, which they hadde tho 
Boilcnde hot within a panne, 
Into his mouth they poure thanne. 
And thus the thurft of gold was queint 
With gold, whiche hadde ben atteint. 

Wherof, my fone, thou might here, 
Whan covetife hath loft the ftcre 
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Of refonable governaunce. 

There falleth ofte great grevaunce. 

For there may be no worfe thing 

Than covetife about a king, 

If it in his perfone be. 

It doth the more adverfite. 

And if it in his counfeil ftonde. 

It bringeth all day mifchefe to honde 

Of comun harme, and if it growe 

Within his court, it woU be knowe. 

For thanne (hall the king be piled. 

The man, whiche hath his londe tilled, 

Awaiteth nought more redely 

The hervefl-, than they gredily 

Ne maken thanne warde and wacche, 

Where they the profit mighten cacche. 

And yet full oft it falleth fo, 

As men may fene among hem tho. 

That he, which mofl: coveiteth faft. 

Hath leeft avauntage ate laft. 

For whan fortune is there ayein. 

Though he coveite, it is in veine. 

The happes ben nought alle liche, 

One is made pouer, an other riche. 

The court to fome it doth profite. 

And fome ben ever in o plite. 

And yet they both aliche fore 

Coveite, but fortune is more 

Unto that o part favourable. 

And though it be nought refonable. 
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This thing a man may fene al day, 
Wherof that I the telle may 
After enfaraple in remembraunce, 
How every man may take his chaunce 
Or of richefle or of pouerte, 
How fo it ftonde of the deferte. 
Here is nought every thing acquit. 
For oft a man may fe this yit. 
That who heft doth, left thank ihal have. 
It helpeth nought the world to crave, 
Whiche out of reule and of mefure 
Hath ever ftonde in aventure 
Als well in court, as elles where. 
And how in olde daies there 
It flood To as the thinges felle, 
I thenke a tale for to telle. 

In a cronique this I rede v ■ ' ' 
About a kinge, as muft nede. 
There was of knightes and fquiers 
Great route and eke of officers. 
Some of long time him hadden ferved 
And thoughten, that they have deferved 
Avauncement and gone withoute. 
And fome alfo ben of the route. 
That comen but a while agone, 
And they avaunced were anone. 
Thefe olde men upon this thing, 
So as they durft ayein the king 
Among hem felf compleignen ofte. 
But there is nothing iaid fo fofte, 
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That it ne cometh out at lafl. 
The king it wift £ 



: anone als faft 

h prudence. 
He (hope therfore an evidence 
Of hem that pleignen in that cas. 
To knowe in whofe default it was. 
And all within his owne entent. 
That no man wifte what it ment 
Anone he let two cofres make 
Of one femblaunce and of o make 
So lich, that no life thilke throwe 
That one may fro that other knowe. 
They were into his chambre brought. 
But no man wot why they be wrought. 
And netheles the king hath bede. 
That they be fet in prive ftede, 
As he that was of wifdom fligh. 
Whan he therto his time figh 
All privelich, that none it wift. 
His owne hondes that o kift 
Of 6ne golde and of fine perrie. 
The which out of his treforie 
Was take, anone he filde full. 
That other cofre of flrawe and mull 
With ftones meind he filde alfo. 
Thus be they fulle bothe two. 
So that erliche upon a day 
He bad withinne where he lay» 
There fhulde be to-fore his bedde 
A borde up fet and faire fpredde. 
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And than he let the cofres fet 
Upon the horde and did hem fet. 
He knew the names well of the. 
The whiche ayein him gnicche fo 
Both of his chambre and of his halle, 
Anone and fende for hem alle 
And faide to hem in this wife : 

There fhall no man his hap defpife, 
I wot well ye have longe ferved. 
And god wot what ye have deferved. 
But if it is along on me 
Of that ye unavaunced be 
Or elles It belonge on you. 
The fothe fhall be proved now 
To ftoppe with your evil worde. 
Lo here two cofres on the horde, 
Chefe whiche you lift of bothe two 
And witeth well, that one of tho 
Is with trefor fo full begon, 
That if ye happe therupon. 
Ye fhal be riche men for ever. 
Now chefe and take whiche you is lever. 
But be well ware, er that ye take. 
For of that one I undertake. 
There is no maner good therinne, 
Wherof ye mighten profit winne. 
Now goth to-gider of one affent 
And taketh your advifement. 
For but I you this day avaunce, 
It ftant upon your owne chaunce. 
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All only in default of grace 
So Ihall be (hewed in this place 
Upon you alle well and fine. 
That no defaulte iliall be mine. 

They knelen all and with one vois 
The king they thonken of this chois. 
And after that they up arife 
And gon afide and hem avife 
And ate laCle they accorde, 
Wherof her tale to recorde 
To what ifllie they be falle 
A knight (hall fpeke for hem alle. 
He kneleth down unto the king 
And faith, that they upon this thing 
Or for to winne or for to lefe 
Ben all avifed for to chefe. 

Tho toke this knight a yerd on hond 
And goth there as the cofres ftond 
And with thaflent of everychone 
He laith his yerde upon one 
And faith the king, how thilke fame 
They chefe in reguerdon by name 
And preith him, that they might it have. 
The king, which wold his honour fave. 
Whan he hath herd the comun vois, 
Hath graunted hem her owne chois 
And toke hem therupon the key. 
But for he wolde it were fay 
What good they have, as they fuppofe. 
He bad anone the cofre unclofe. 
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Which was fulfilled with ftraw and ftones. 




Thus be they lerved all at ones. 


^^^ 


This king than in the fame il:ede 


^^H 


Anone that other cofre undede. 


^^H 


Where as they fighen great richefle 


^^H 


Wei more than they couthen geffe. 


^^H 


Lo, faith the king, now may ye fe, 


^^H 


That there is no defaulte in me. 


^^^H 


Forthy my felf I well acquit 


^^1 


And bereth ye your owne wit 


^^H 


Of that fortune hath you refufed. 


^^H 


Thus was this wife king exculed. 


^^H 


And they lefte of her evil fpeche 


^^H 


And mercy of her king befeche. 


^^H 


Somdele to this matere Hke 


Nota hie de divicia- 


1 finde a tale, how Frederike, 


nim accidencia, ubi 
iianat, mialiter Fre- 
derJcus Romanonim 
impcrator duos pau- 


Of Rome that time emperour. 


Herde, as he went, a great clamour 


ptres audi V it litigan- 
tes, quorum unuB 
dixit: btnepotclldi- 
tari, qucm rex vult 
ditare. Etaliuadiiit: 
quem deus vult ditare 
dives erit, que res 


Of two beggers upon the way. 


That one of hem began to fay : 


Ha lord, wel may the man be riche. 


Whom that a king lift for to riche. 


cum ad experinicn- 
tum poftca probata 


That other faid no thinge fo : 


fiiilTet, ille qui deum 
invocabat paftellum 


But he is riche and wel bego. 


auro plenum fortitui 
eft, alius verocaponis 


To whom that god wol fende wele. 


paftellura forte pre- 


And thus they maden wordes fele. 


elegit. 


Wherof this lord hath hede nome 


^^M 


And did hem bothe for to come 


^^H 


To the paleis, where he fhall ete. 


^^H 


And bad ordeigne for her mete 


J 
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Two paftees which he let do make. 1 


A capon in that one was bake, J 


And in that other for to winne ^^^J 


Of floreins all that may wlthinne ^^^^| 


He let do put a great richelTe, ^^^^| 


1 And even aliche as man may gefle 


1 Outward they were bothe two. 


This begger was commaunded tho, 


He that which held him to the king, 


That he firft chefe upon this thing. 


i He figh hem, but he feh hem nought. 


1 So that upon his owne thought 


^^^^^^^L He chefe the capon and forfoke 


^^^^^^V That other, which his felaw toke. 


^^^^^^^' Eut whan he will:, how that it ferde, 


^^^B He faid aloud, that men it herde : J 


^^^ Now have I certainly conceived, ^^J 


That he may lightly be deceived, ^^^H 


That trideth unto mannes helpe. ^^^| 


But wel is him, that god wol helpe, ^^^| 


For he flant on the fiker Gde, ^^H 


Whiche elles ihulde go befide. ^^B 


I fe my felaw wel recoucr, 1 


^^^^^^^ And I mot dwelle ftill pouer. i 


^^^^^^B Thus fpake the begger his entent, 


^^^^^^f And pouer he cam, and pouer he went. 


^ Of that he hath richefle fought. 


^^^^ His infortune it wolde nought. 


^^^^^^^H So may it Aiewe in fondry wife 


^^^^^^^H Betwene fortune and covetife 

1 
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The chaunce is caft upon a dee, 
But yet full oft a man may fee 
Inough of fuche netheles, 
Which ever put hem felf in pres 
To get hem good, and yet they faile. 

And for to fpeke of this cntaile 
Touchend of love in thy matere. 
My gode fone, as thou might here. 
That right as it with tho men flood 
Of infortune of worldes good. 
As thou haft herd me tell above. 
Right fo full ofte it ftant by love. 
Though thou coveite it evermore, 
Thou fhalt nought have o dele the more. 
But only that, which the is {hape. 
The remenaunt is but a jape. 
And netheles inough of tho 
There ben, that now coveiten fo. 
That where as they a woman fe, 
Ye ten or twelve though tliere be. 
The love is now fo unavifed. 
That where the beaute ftant aflifed. 
The mannes herte anone is there 
And rouneth tales in her ere 
And faith, how that he loveth ftreite. 
And thus he fet him to coveite. 
An hundred though he ligh a day. 
So woldc he more than he may. 
So for the grete covetife 
Of foty and of fool emprife 
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In eche of hem he fint fomwhat. 
That plefeth him, or this or that. 
Some one, for fhe is white of fkinne. 
Some one, for (he is noble of kinne. 
Some one, for (he hath a rody cheke. 
Some one, for that (he femeth meke. 
Some one, for flie hath eyen grey. 
Some one, for fhe can laugh and pley. 
Some one, for fhe is longe and fmall. 
Some one, for fhe is lite and tall. 
Some one, for fhe is pale and bleche, 
Some one, for fhe is Ibfte of fpeche. 
Some one, for that fhe is camufed. 
Some one, for fhe hath nought ben ufed. 
Some one, for fhe can daunce and fing. 
So that fome thing of his liking 
He fint, and though no more he fele. 
But that fhe hath a litel hele. 
It is inough, that he therfore 
Her love, and thus an hundred fcore. 
While they be new, he wolde he had. 
Whom he forfaketh, (he fhall be bad. 
t The blinde man no colour demeth. 
But all is one right as him femeth. 
So hath his luft no jugement, 
Whom covetife of love blent. 
Htm thenketh, that to his covetife, 
How all the world ne may fuffife. 
For by his will he wolde have all. 
If that it mighte fo befall. 




LIBER ^mrUS. 21 

So is he comun as the ftrete, 
I fette nought of his beyete. 
My fone, haft thou fuch covetife ? 

Nay fader, fuch love I defpife, 
And while I live flial don ever. 
For in good feith yet had I lever 
Than to coveite in fuche a wey 
To ben for ever till I deJe 
As pouer as Job and loveles 
Out taken one, for haveles 
His thonkes is no man alive, 
For that a man (hulde all unthrive. 
There ought no wife man coveite, 
The lawe was nought fet fo ftreite. 
Forthy my felf with all to fave 
Suche one there is I wolde have 
And none of all this other mo. 

My fone, of that thou woldeft fo, 
I am nought wroth, but over this 
I woll the tellen, howe it is. 
For there be men, which other wife 
Right only for the covetife 
Of that they feen a woman riche. 
There wol they all her love affiche. 
Nought for the beaute of her face 
Ne yet for vertu ne for grace. 
Which Ihe hath elles right inough. 
But for the parke and for the plough 
And other thing, which therto longeth. 
For in none other wife hem longeth 
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To love, but they profit finde. 
And if the profit be behinde. 
Her love is ever lelfe and lefle. 
For after that (he hath richeffe. 
Her love is of proportion. 
If thou haft fuch condition. 
My Tone, tell right as it is. 

Min holy fader, nay Iwis, 
Condicion fuch have I none. 
For truly fader, I love one 
So well, with all min hertes thought. 
That certes though Ihe hadde nought 
And were as pouer as Medea, 
Which was exiled for Creufa, 
I wolde her nought the laffe love, 
Ne though flie were at her above, 
As was the riche queue Candace, 
Which to deferve love and grace 
To Alifaundre, that was king, 
Yaf many a worthy riche thing, 
Or elles as Pantafilee, 
Which was the quenc of Feminee 
And great richefle with her nam. 
Whan flie for love of Hedor cam 
To Troy, in refcouife of the town, 
I am of fuch condicion. 
That though my lady of her felve 
Were alfo riche, as fuche twelve, 
I couthe nought, though it were fo, 
No better love her, than I do. 
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For I love in fo pleine a wife, 
That for to fpeke of covetlfe 
As for pouerte or for richefle. 
My love is nouther more ne lefle. 
For in good feith I trowe this. 
So covetous no man there is. 
For why and he my lady figh, 
That he through loking of his eye 
Ne (huld have fuch a ftroke withinne, 
That for no gold he mjghte winne 
He fliulde nought her love afterte. 
But if he lefte there his herte 
Be fo it were fuch a man, 
That couthe flcille of a woman. 
For there ben men fo rude fome. 
Whan they among the women come, 
They gon under protedlion. 
That love and his affedlion 
Ne fhal nought take hem by the ileve. 
For they ben out of that beleve. 
Hem lufteth of no lady chere. 
But ever thenken there and here. 
Where that her golde is in the cofre 
And wol none other love profer. 
But who fo wot what love amounteth 
And by refon triiliche accompteth, 
Than may he knowe and taken hede. 
That all the luft of womanhede, 
Which may ben In a ladies face. 
My lady hath and eke of grace. 
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If men fhuld yiven her apprife, 

They may wel fay, how (he is wife 

And fober and fimple of countenaunce 

And all that to good governaunce 

Belongeth of a worthy wight 

She hath pleinly. For thilke night 

That flie was bore as for the nones 

Nature fet in her at ones 

Beaute with bounte fo befein. 

That T may well afFerme and fain, 

I figh yet never creature 

Of comly hede and of feture 

In any kinges region 

Be liche her in comparifon. 

And therto, as I have you tolde. 

Yet hath (he more a thoufand folde 

Of bounte, and fhortly to telle 

She is pure hede and welle 

And mirrour and enfample of good. 

Who fo her vertues underflood 

Me thenketh it ought inough fuffife 

Withouten other covetife 

To love fuche one and to ferve. 

Which with her chere can deferve 

To be beloved better iwis, 

Than fhe par cas that richeft is 

And hath of golde a million. 

Suche hath be min opinion 

And ever (hall. But netheles 

I fay (he is nought haveles. 
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That (he nis riche and well at efe 


^^^^H 


And hath inough, wherwith to plcfe 


-^^H 


Of worldes good, whom that her lift. 


^^H 


But o thing wold I wel ye wift, 


^^H 


That never for no worldes good 


^^H 


Min hert unto ward her ftood. 


^^H 


But only right for pure love, 


^^H 


That wot the highe god above. 


^^H 


Now fader, what fay ye therto ? 


^^1 


My fone, I fay it is wel do. 


^^^1 


For take of this right good beleve. 


^^H 


What man that wol hitn felf releve 


^^^H 


To love, in any other wife 


^^^^^1 


He ihall wel finde his covetife. 


^^^^^M 


Shall fore greve him ate lafte. 


^^^H 


For fuch a love may nought lafte. 


^^^ 


But now men fain in oure daies. 


^^^1 


Men maken but a few aflaies. 


^^H 


But if the caufe be richefle 


^^H 


Forthy the love is well the leiTe. 


^^H 


And who that wold enfamples telle 


^^H 


By olde dales as they felle. 


^^H 


Than might a man wel underftonde 


^^H 


Such love may nought longe ftonde. 


^^M 


Now herken, fone, and thou fhalt here 


^^^M 


A great enfample of this matere. 


^^M 


To trete upon the cas of love. 


Hicponitexcmplum 1 


So as we tolden here above. 


propter amorem fed J 


I finde write a wonder thing. 


propter divicias fpon- J 
Talia fumunt. Ec M 


Of Puile whilom was a king. 


narrit de quodam 1 
regis Apulit fcnel- M 



alo, ijut non 
propter pecunii 



uxorem libi dclponf^ 
Um TCudidiE. 
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A man of high complexion 
And yong, but his affeftion 
After the nature of his age 
Was yet not falle in his corage 
The luft of women for to knowe. 
So it betid upon a throwe, 
This lord fell into great fikeneffe. 
Phifique hath done the befinefle 
Of fondry cures many one 
To make him hole and therupon 
A worthy maifter, which there was, 
Yaf him counfeil upon this cas. 
That if he wolde have parfite hele, 
He Ihulde with a woman dele, 
A fresfhe, a yonge, a lufty wight 
To don him compaigny a night. 
For than he faid him redely, 
That he fhal be al hole therby. 
And other wife he knew no cure. 
The king, which flood in aventure 
Of life and deth for medicine, 
Aflented was and of covine 
His ileward, whom he trufteth well. 
He toke and told him every dele. 
How that this maifter hadde faid. 
And therupon he hath him praid 
And charged upon his legeaunce. 
That he do make purveaunce 
Of fuch one as be covenable 
For his plefauncc and delitable 
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And badde him, how that ever it flood. 
That he fiiaJl fpare for no good. 
For his will Is right well to pay. 
The fteward faid, he wolde aflay. 

But now here after thou (halt wite. 
As I finde in the bokes write. 
What covetife in love doth. 
This fteward, for to telle foth, 
Amonges all the men alive 
A lufty lady hath to wive. 
Which netheles for gold he toke 
And nought for love, as faith the bokc. 
A riche marchaunt of the londe 
Her fader was, and he her fonde 
So worthely and fuch richeffe 
Of worldes good and fuch largeiTe 
With her he yaf in mariage. 
That only for thilke avauntage 
Of good the fteward hath her take 
For lucr^" and nought for loves fake. 
And that was afterward wel fene. 
Nowe herken, what it wolde mene. 
This fteward in his owne hert 
Sigh, that his lord may nought aftert 
His maladte, but he have 
A lufty woman him to fave. 
And though he wolde yive inough 
Of his trefor, wherof he drough 
Great covetife into his minde 
And fet his honour fer behinde. 
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Thus he, whom gold hath overfette. 
Was trapped in his owne nette. 
The gold hath made his wittes lame. 
So that fechend his owne fhame 
He rouneth In the kinges ere 
And faid him, that he wifte where 
A gentil and a lufty one 
Tho was, and thider wold he gone. 
But he mote yive yeftes great. 
For but it be through great beyete 
Of gold, he faid, he (huld nought fpede. 
The king him bad upon the nede, 
That take an hundred pound he fholde 
And yive it, where that he wolde. 
Be fo it were in worthy place. 
And thus to ftonde in loves grace 
This king his gold hath abandoned. 
And whan this tale was full rouned. 
The fteward toke the gold and went 
Within his herte and many a went 
Of covetife than he cafte, 
Wherof a purpos ate lafte 
Ayein love and ayein his right 
He toke and faide, how thilke night 
His wife Ihall ligge by the king. 
And goth thenkend upon this thing 
Toward his inn till he cam home 
Into the charabre and than he nome 
His wife and tolde her al the cas. 
And fhe, which red for fhame was, 
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With bothe her hondes hath him praid 

Knelend and in this wife faid, 

That {he to refon and to fkill 

In what thing that he bidde will 

Is redy for to done his hefte. 

But this thing that were nought honefte, 

That he for gold her fhulde felle. 

And he the with his wordes felle 

Forth with his gaftly countenaunce 

Saith, that fhe fhall done obeifaunce 

And folwe his wille in every place. 

And thus through ftrength of his manace 

Her innocence is overladde, 

Wherof fhe was fo fore adradde. 

That (he his will mot nede obey. 

And therupon was (hape a wey. 

That he his owne wife by night 

Hath out of alle mennes fight 

So prively that none it wiO 

Brought to the king, which as him lift 

May do with her what he wolde. 

For whan fhe was there as fhe fliolde 

With him abedde under the cloth. 

The fteward toke his leve and goth 

Into the chambre fafte by. 

But how he flept that wot nought I, 

For he figh caufe of jeloufy. 

But .he, which hath the compaigny 
Of fuch a lufty one as (he, 
Him thoughte that of his degre 
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^^^^^^H There was no man fo wel at efe. 


^^^^^^H She doth all that Hie may to plefe. 


^^^^^^B So that his hert all hole fhe had ^^^^ 


^^^^^^^H And thus this kinge his jole lad, ''^^^1 


^^^^^^^H Till it was nigh upon the day ^^^H 


^^^^^^H The ileward thanne where fhe lay 1 


^^^^^^1 Cam to the bed and in this wife 1 


^^^^H Hath bidde fhe fhulde arife. ' 


^^^^^H The king faith : Nay, fhe fhall nought go. 


^^^^^^1 The ileward faid ayein : Nought fo. 


^^^^^^^1 For fhe mot gone er it be knowe> 


^^^^^^^H And fo I fwore at thilke throwe, 


^^^^^^^B Whan I her fette to you here. 


^^^^^^^V The king his tale wol nought here 


^^^^^^^ And faith, how that he hath her bought. 


^^^^ Forthy (he fhall departe nought, 


^^^^^^ Till he the brighte day beholde. j 


^^^^^^H And caught her in her amies folde, | 


^^^^^^r As he which lifle for to pley ^^J 


And bad his f^eward gone awey. ^^^^| 


And fo he did ayein his will, ^^^| 


And thus his wife abedde flill ^^\ 


Lay with the king the longe night. 


Till that it was high fonne light. 


But who fhe was he knew nothing. 


Tho cam the fleward to the king 


And praid him that withoute fhame 


In faving of her gode name 


He mighte leaden home ayeine 


This lady, and hath told him pleine. 
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How that it was his owne wife. 
The king his ere unto this ftrife 
Hath leid, and whan that he it herde, 
Well nigh out of his wit he ferde 
And faid : Ha, caitifmoft of alle, 
Where was it ever er this befalle. 
That any cokard in this wife 
Betoke his wife for covctife. 
Thou hail botlie her and me beguiled 
And eke thin own eftate reviled, 
Wherof that buxom unto the 
Here after Ihall (he never be. 
For this avow to god I make 
After this day, if I the take, 
Thou flialt be honged and to-drawe. 
Now loke anone thou be withdrawe. 
So that I fe the never more. 
This fteward thanne drad him fore 
With all the hafte that he may 
And fled awey the fame day 
And was exiled out of lond. v»*^ 

Lo, there a nice hulbond. 
Which thus hath lolle his wife for ever. 
But netheles (he hadde a lever, 
The king her weddeth and honoureth, 
Wherof her name (lie foccoureth. 
Which erft was loft through ccvetife 
Of him, that lad her other wife 
And hath hitn felf alfo forlore. 

My fone, be thou ware therfbre, 
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Where thou fhalt love in any place, 
That thou no covetil'e embrace, 
The which is nought of loves kinde. 
But for all that a man may iinde 
Now in this time of thilkc rage 
Full great difefe in mariage. 
Whan venim medleth with the fucre 
And mariage is made for lucre 
Or for the luft or for the hele. 
What man that fhall with other dele. 
He may nought faile to repent. 
My fader, fuch is min entent. 
But netheles good is to have. 
For good may ofte time fave 
The love, which iTiuIde elles fpille. 
But god, which wot min hertes wille, 
I dar wcl take to witneiTe, 
Yet was I never for richefle 
Befet with mariage none. 
For all min herte is upon one 
So frely, that in the perfone 
Stant all my worldes joy alone. 
I axe nouther park ne plough. 
If I her hadde, it were inough. 
Her love fiiulde me fuffife 
Withouten other covetife. 
Lo now, my fader, as of this 
Touchend of me right as it is 
My Ihrifte I am beknowe plein. 
And if ye wol ouglit elles fain 
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^^H 


Of covetlfe if there be more 


^^^^^B 


In love, agropeth out the fore. 


^^1 


FalUri cum nequtat, propria vir frauiie fubornat 


^^H 


Ttjin^fitqut eis vera rctorta fidti. 


^^^^H 


Shut agros cupUus dum querit omans muUeresy 


^^^H 


Full Ujlei falfis faifui habtrefuoi._ 

Ntnjine vind'ilfa ptrjurut ebibit in «'j, 

Vifa qui cordis intima cunifa videt. 


^^^^1 


^^^^^1 


j^^^^^k 


FalUre perjuro non tft laudanda puillam 


"^^^^1 


Gloria/fed/alfe cortdicianis opus. 


^^^B 


My fone, thou (halt underftonde. 


Hie traflat fuptr 


How covetife hath yet on honde 


illisavaricielJKcie- 
bus, que talfum 


In fpeciall two counfeilors. 


tur, quoriim traii- 
dulcnts circutti- 


That ben alfo his procurors. 


The firfl: of hem is fals witnefle. 


dSt°u",i,°S''i: 


Which ever is redy to witnefle 


moris caufa Tui dc- 


What thing his maifter woll him hote. 


fiderii prupolitum 
quam fcpe fallaci- 


Perjurie is the fecond hote. 


'" "'"''■■ 


Which fpareth nought to fwere an othe. 


^1 


Though it be fals and god be wrothe. 


^^H 


That one fliall fals witnelTe here. 


^^H 


That other Ihall the thing forfwere. 


^^H 


Whan he is charged on the boke. 


^^1 


So what with hepe, and what with croke 


^^1 


They make her maifter ofte winne 


^^1 


And woll nought knowe, what is finne 


^^1 


For covetife, and thus men fain. 


^^1 


They maken many a fals bargain. 


^H 


There may no trewe quarel arife 


^^1 


In thilke quefte of thilke affife, 


^^1 


Where as they two the people enforme. 


^^H 


For they kcpc ever mancr forme. 


J 
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That upon golde her confcience 
They founde and take her evidence. 
And thus with fals witnefle and othes 
They winne hem mete, drink and clothes. 
Right fo there be, who that hem knewe> 
Of thefe lovers ful many untrewe. 
Now may a woman finde inow. 
That eche of hem, whan he fliall wowe, 
Anone he woll his hand down lain 
Upon a boke and fwere and fain. 
That he woll feith and trouthe here. 
And thus he profreth him to fwere 
To ferven ever till he dele, 
And all is verray trechery. 
For whan the foth him felven trieth. 
The more he fwereth, the more he lieth 
Whan he his feith maketh allthermeft, 
Than may a woman truft him left, 
For till he may his will acheve, 
He is no lenger for to leve. 
Thus is the trouth of love exiled. 
And many a good woman beguiled. 
And eke to fpeke of fals witnefle 
There be now many fuch I gefle. 
That lich unto the provifours 
They make her prive procurors 
To tell how there is fuch a man. 
Which is worthy to love and can 
All that a good man (hulde conne. 
So that with lefing is begonne 



A 



LIBER ^INTUS. 225 

The caufe, in which they woU precede. 
And alfo filter as the crede 
They make of that they knowen fals. 
And thus full oft about the hals 
Love is of falfe men embraced. 
But love, which is fo purchaced, 
Cometh afterward to litel prife. 
Forthy, my Tone, if thou be wife. 
Now thou haft herd this evidence, 
Thou might thin owne confcience 
Oppofe, if thou haft be fuch one. 
Nay god wot, fader, I am none 
Ne never was, for as men faith. 
Whan that a man (hall make his feith, 
His hert and tunge mufl; accorde. 
For if fo be that they difcorde. 
Than is he fals and elles nought, 
And I dare fay, as of my thought 
In love it is nought difcordable 
Unto my word, but accordable. 
And in this wife, fader, I 
May right well fwere and faufly, 
That I my lady love well, 
For that accordeth every dele, 
It nedeth nought to my foth lawe. 
That I witnefle ftiulde drawe 
Into this day, for ever yit 
Ne might it finke into my wit. 
That I my counfeil ftiulde fay 
To any wight or me bewrey 
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To fechen helpe in fuch manere. 
But onely for my lady dere. 
And though a thoufand men it wide. 
That I her love, and than hem lifte 
With me to fwere and to witnelTe, 
Yet were that no fals witnefle. 
For I dare unto this trouth dwelle, 
I love her more, than I can telle. 
Thus am I, fader, gilteles. 
As ye have herde, and netheles 
In your dome I put it all. 

My fone, wite in fpeciall 
It (hall nought comunliche faile. 
All though it for a time availe. 
That fals witnefle his caufe fpede 
Upon the point of his falfhede. 
It Ihall well afterward be kid, 
Wherof fo as it is betid 
Enfample of fuch thinges blinde 
In a cronique write I finde. 

The goddeffe of the fee Thetis, 
She had a fone, and his name is 
Achilles, whom to kepe and warde, 
While he was yonge, and into warde 
She thought him faufly to betake 
fake 

'i LLchome- /^ /^ 1 r ' 1 r f ■ 

ad fducan- *->t that was laid at prophecie, 
Achifiesdecepio'eg^ That hc at Troie iholde deie, 
S«":uSt'^ Whan that the citee was belein. 
fuper ip&m Forthy fo as the bokes fain. 



(jualiter Thetia A- 
chillem Almm fuum 
adulefcentem mulie- 
brl Teftitura apparatu . - t • 1 1 11/- 

aflfcrtna effe pueiiara As flic, which dradde for h 
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She cart her wit in fondry wife, 

How fhe him mighte fo defguife, 1 

That no man (huld his body knowe. 

And fo befell that ilke throwe, 

While that Ihe thought upon this dede. 

There was a king, which Lichomede 

Was bote, and he was well begone 

With faire doughters many one 

And dwelte fer out in an ile. 

Now Ihalt thou here a wonder wile. 

This quene, which the mother was 

Of Achilles, upon this cas 

Her fone, as he a maiden were. 

Let clothen in the fame gere. 

Which longeth unto womanhede. 

And he was yonge and toke none hede. 

But fuffreth all that Ihe him dede, 

Wherof fhe hath her women bede 

And chargeth by her othes alle. 

How fo it afterward befalle. 

That they difcover nought this thing, 

But feigne and make a knouleching 

Upon the counfeil, which was nome. 

In every place where they come 

To telle and to witnelTe this, 

Howe he her ladies doughter is. 

And right in fuch a maner wife 

She bad they fhuld her don fervife, 

So that Achilles underfongeth 

As to a yong lady belongeth 



enuit, qui 
n alTecutus 



pud 'Iro 
dicavil. 
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Honour, fervice and reverence. 
For Thetis with great diligence 
Him hath fo taught and fo afFaited, 
That how fo that he were awaited 
With fobre and goodly contenaunce 
He fliuld his womanhede avaunce. 
That none the fothe knowe might. 
But that in every mannes fight 
He fhulde leme a pure maide. 
And in fuch wife, as ftie him faid, 
Achilles, which that ilke while 
Was yonge, upon him felfe to fmile 
Began, whan he was fo hefein. 
And thus after the bokes fain 
With frette of perle upon his hede 
All fresflie betwene the white and red 
As he, which tho was tender of age. 
Stood the colour in his vifage. 
That for to loke upon his cheke 
And feen his childly maner eke 
He was a woman to beholde. 
And than his moder to him tolde. 
That (he him hadde fo begone 
By caufe that (he thoughte gone 
To Lichomede at thilke tide, 
Where that fhe faid, he fhulde abide 
Amonge his doughters for to dwelle. 
Achilles herd his moder telle 
And wifte nought the caufe why. 
And netheles full buxomly 
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He was redy to that (he bad, 

Wherof his moder was right glad. 

To Lichomede and forth they went. 

And whan the king knewe her entent 

And ligh this yonge doughter there, 

And that it came unto his ere 

Of fuch record, of fuch witnefle, 

He hadde right a great gladnelTe 

Of that he bothe figh and herde 

As he, that wot nought how it ferde 

Upon the counfeil of the nede. 

But for all that king Lichomede 

Hath toward him his doughter take 

And for Thetis his moder fake. 

He put her into compaigny 

To dwelle with Deidamy, 

His owne doughter the eldeft. 

The fairefl: and the comlieft 

Of al his doughters, which he had. 

Lo, thus Thetis the caufe lad 

And lefte there Achilles feigned, 

As he, which hath him felf reflreigned 

In all that ever he may and can 

Out of the maner of a man 

And toke his womanislhe chere, 

Wherof unto his bedfere 

Deidamy he hath by night. 

Where kinde will him felve right 

After the philofophres fain. 

There may no wight be there ayein. 
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And that was thilke time fene. 
The longe nightes hem betwene 
Nature, which may nought forbere. 
Hath made hem bothe for to ftere. 
They kiflen firft and overmore 
The highe wey of loves lore 
They gone, and all was done in dede, 
Wherof loft is the maidenhede. 
And that was afterward well knowe. 
For it befell that ilke throwe 
At Troie, where the fiege lay 
Upon the caufe of Menelay 
And of his quene dame Heleine, 
The Gregols hadden mochel peine 
All day to fight and to aflaile. 
But for they mighten nought availe 
So noble a citee for to winne 
A prive counfeil they beginne 
In fondry wife where they treat 
And ate laft among the great 
They fellen unto his accorde. 
That Protheus of his recorde. 
Which was an aflronomien 
And eke a great magicien, 
Shulde of his calculation 
Seche of conftellation, 
How they the citee mighten gette. 
And he, which hadde nought foryete 
Of that belongeth to a clerke. 
His fludy fet upon this werke. 
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So longe his wit about he caile. 
Till that he founde out at lafte, 
But if they hadden Achilles 
Her werre fliall ben endeles. 
And over that he tolde hem pleine. 
In what maner he was befeine 
And in what place he (hall be founde, 
So that within a litel ftounde 
Ulixes forth with Diomede 
Upon this point to Lichomede 
Agamenon to-gider fente. 
But Ulixes, er he forth wente. 
Which was one of the mod wife 
Ordeined hath in fuch a wife, 
That he the moft riche array, 
Wherof a woman may be gay. 
With him he toke manifolde 
And overmore, as it is tolde. 
An harneis for a lufty knight. 
Which burned was as filver bright. 
Of fwerde, of plate and eke of maile. 
As though he Ihulde do bataile, 
He toke alfo with him by fhip. 
And thus to-glder in felaihip 
Forth gone this Diomede and he 
In hope till they mighten fe 
The place, where Achilles is. 
The wind flood thanne nought amis. 
But every topfailecole it blewe, 
Till Ulixes the marches knewe. 
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Where Lichomede his regne had. 
The ftirefman fo well him lad. 
That they ben comen fauf to londe. 
Where they gone out upon the ftronde 
Into the burgh, where that they founde 
The king, and he which hath facounde 
UHxes dide the melTage. 
But the counfeile of his corage, 
Why that he came, he tolde nought. 
But underneth he was bethought. 
In what maner he might afpie 
Achilles fro Deidamy 
And fro thefe other, that there were. 
Full many a lufty lady there. 

They plaide hem there a day or two. 
And as it was fortuned fo. 
It fell that time in fuche a wife 
To Bachus that a facrifice 
Thefe yonge ladies (hulden make. 
And for the ftraunge mennes fake. 
That comen fro the fiege of Troy, 
They maden well the more joy. 
There was revell, there was dauncing, 
And every life, which couthe fing 
Of lufty women in the route 
A fresfh caroll hath fcng aboute. 
But for all this yet netheles 
The Grekes unknowe of Achilles 
So weren, that in no degre 
They couthen wite, which was he 
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Ne by his vols, ne by his pas. 

Ulixes than upon the cas 

A thing of high prudence hath wrought. 

For thilk array, which he hath brought. 

To yive among the women there 

He let do fetten all the gere 

Forth with a knightes harneis eke. 

In all the contre for to feke 

Men fliolden nought a fairer fe. 

And every thing in his degre 

Endelong upon a bourde he laide. 

To Lichomede and than he preide. 

That every lady chefe fliolde 

What thing of alle that fhe wolde 

And take it as by way of yift. 

For they hem felf it (hulde fhift 

He faide after her owne wille. 

Achilles thanne flood nought ftille. 

Whan he the brighte helm behelde. 

The fwerd, the hauberk and the fhelde. 

His herte fell therto anone, 

Of all that other wold he none, 

The knightes gere he underfongeth 

And thilke array, which that belongeth 

Unto the women he forfoke. 

And in this wife, as faith the boke. 

They knowen thanne whiche he was. 

For he goth forth the grete pas 

Into the chambre, where he lay, 

Anone and made no delay. 
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He armeth him in knightly wife. 
That better can no man devife. 
And as fortune fliulde falle. 
He came fo forth to-fore hem alle 
As he, which tho was glad inough. 
But Lichomede nothing lough, 
Whan that he figh, how that it ferde. 
For than he wifte well and herde. 
His doughter hadde be forlain. 
But that he was fo overfein. 
The wonder overgoth his wit. 
For in cronique is write yit 
Thing, which fhall never be foryete. 
How that Achilles hath begete 
Pirrus upon Deidamy, 
Wherof came out the trechery 
Offals witneife when he faide. 
How that Achilles was a maide. 
But that was nothing fene tho. 
For he is to the fiege go 
Forth with Ulixes and Diomede. 

Lo, thus was proved in the dede 
And fully fpoke at thilke while. 
If o woman an other beguile, 
Where is there any fikernelfe. 
Whan Thetis which was than the goddefle 
Deidamy hath fo bejaped, 
I not how it fhall bene efcaped 
With tho women, whofe innocence 
Is now al day through fuch credence 
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Deceived ofte, as it is fene 
With men, that fuch untrouthe mene. 
For they ben fligh in fuche a wife, 
That they by fleight and by queintife 
Of fals witnefTe brlngen inne 
That doth hem ofte for to winne. 
Where they ben nought worthy therto. 
Forthy, my fone, do nought fo. 

My fader, as offals witnefle 
The trouth and the matere expreffe 
Touchend of love, howe it hath ferde. 
As ye have tolde, I have well herde. 
But for ye faiden other wife. 
How thilke vice of covetife 
Hath yet perjurie of his accorde. 
If that you Uil of fome recorde 
To tellen an other tale alfo 
In loves caufe of time ago. 
What thing it is to be forfwore, 
I wolde preie you therfore, 
Wherof I might enfample take. 

My gode fone, and for thy fake ' ■ " 
Touchend of this I fhall fulfill 
Thin axing at thin owne will 
And the matere I (hall declare. 
How the women deceived are. 
Whan they fo tendre hertes here. 
Of that they heren men fo fwere. 
But whan it cometh unto thaffay, 
They finde it fals another day. 
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As Jafon did unto Medee, 
Which ftant yet of audlorite 
In token and in memoriall, 
Wherof the tale in fpeciall 
Is in the boke of Troie write. 
Which I Ihall do the for to wite. 

In Grece whilom was a king. 
Of whom the fame and knouleching 
Beleveth yet, and Peleus 
He highte, but it fell him thus. 
That his fortune her whele fo lad. 
That he no childe his owne had 
To regnen after his decefs. 
He had a brother netheles, 
Whofe righte name was Efon, 
And he the worthy knight Jafon 
Begat, the which in every londe 
All other palTed of his honde 
In armes, fo that he the beft 
Was named and the worthieft. 
He foughte worfiiip over all. 
Now herken, and I telle (hall 
An adventure that he fought. 
Which afterward full dere he bought. 

There was an ile, which Colchos 
Was cleped, and therof aros 
Great fpeche in every londe aboute. 
That fuch merveile was none oute 
In all the wide world no where. 
As tho was in that ile there. 
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There was a fliepe, as it was tolde. 
The which his flees bare all of golde. 
And fo the goddes had it fette. 
That it ne might away be fette 
By power of no worldes wight. 
And yet full many a worthy knight 
It had aflaied, as they dorfte. 
And ever it fell hem to the worfte. 
But he that wolde it nought forfake. 
But of his knighthode undertake 
To do, what thing therto belongeth. 
This worthy Jafon fore alongeth 
To fe the ftraunge regions 
And knowe the conditions 
Of other marches, where he went. 
And for that caufe his hole entent 
He fette Colchos for to feche 
And therupon he made a fpeche 
To Peleus his erne the king. 
And he wel paid was of that thing 
And Ihope anone for his paflkge 
And fuch as were of his lignage 
With other knightes, whiche he chees. 
With him he toke, and Hercules, 
Which full was of chivalerie, 
With Jafon went in compaignie. 
And that was in the month of may. 
Whan colde ftormes were away, 
The wind was good, the (hip was yare. 
They toke her leve, and forth they fare 
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Toward Colchos. But on the way 
What hem befelle is long to fay, 
How Lamedon the king of Troy, 
Which ought well have made hem joy. 
Whan they to reft a while him preide. 
Out of his lond he them congeide. 
And fo fell the diflention, 
Whiche after was deftrudtion 
Of that citee, as men may here. 
But that is nought to my matere. 
But thus the worthy folke Gregois 
Fro that king, which was nought curtois, 
And fro his londe with fail updrawe 
They went hem forth and many a fawe 
They made and many a great manace. 
Till ate laft into that place, 
Which as they foughte, they arrive 
And ftriken fail and forth as blive 
They fent unto the king and tolden, 
Who weren there and what they wolden 

Oetes, which was thanne king, 
Whan that he herde this tiding 
Of Jafon, which was comen there. 
And of thefe other, what they were, 
He thoughte done hem great worfhip 
For they anone come out of fliip 
And ftraught unto the king they 
And by the honde Jafon he hente. 
And that was at the paleis gate^ 
So fer the king came on his gate 
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Toward Jafon to done him chere. 
And he, whom lacketh no manere. 
Whan he the king ligh in prefence, 
Yaf him ayein fuch reverence 
As to a kinges ftate belongeth. 
And thus the king hira underfongeth 
And Jafon in his arme he caught 
And forth into the hall he ftraught. 
And there they fit and fpeke of thinges. 
And Jafon tolde him tho tidinges. 
Why he was come, and faire him preide 
To hafte his time, and the kinge faide : 

Jafon, thou art a worthy knight. 
But it lieth in no mannes might 
To done, that thou art come fore. 
There hath bene many a knight forlore 
Of that they wolden it alTaie. 
But Jafon wolde him nought efmaie 
And faide : Of every worldes cure 
Fortune ftant in aventure 
Paraunter well, paraunter wo. 
But how as ever that it go, 
It Ihall be with min honde aflaied. 
The king tho helde him nought wel paied 
For he the Grekes fore dredde. 
In aunter if Jafon ne fpedde. 
He mighte therof here a blame. 
For tho was all the worldes fame 
In Grece, as for to fpeke of armes. 
Forthy he drad him of his harmes 
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And gan to preche and to prey. 
But Jafon wolde nought obey. 
But faid, he wolde his purpos holde 
For ought that any man him tolde. 
The king whan he thefe wordes herde 
And figh how that this knight anfwerde. 
Yet for he wolde make him glad, 
After Medea gone he bad, 
Which was his doughter, and (he cam 
And Jafon, which good hedc nam. 
Whan he her figh, ayein her goth. 
And Ihe, which was him nothing loth. 
Welcomed him into that londe 
And ibfte toke him by the honde 
And down they fetten bothe fame. 
She had herd fpoken of his name 
And of his grete worthinefle, 
Forthy fhe gan her eye imprefle 
Upon his face and his ftature 
And thought, how never creature 
Was fo welfarend, as was he. 
And Jafon right in fuch degre 
Ne mighte nought witholde his loke, 
But fo good hede on her he toke, 
That him ne thought under the heven 
Of beaute figh he never her even 
With all that felle to womanhede. 
Thus eche of other token hede. 
Though there no word was of recorde. 
Her hertes both of one accorde 
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Ben fette to love, but as tho 

There mighten ben no wordes mo. 

The king made him great joy and feft, 

To all his men he yaf an heft. 

So as they wolde his thank dcl'erve. 

That they fiiulde alle Jafon ferve. 

While that he wolde there dwellc. 

And thus the day, fhortly to telle, 

With many merthes they difpent. 

Till night was come, and tho they went, 

Echone of other toke his leve. 

Whan they no lenger mighten leve. 

I not how Jafon that night flepe. 

But well I wot, that of the fhepe. 

For which he cam into that ile. 

He thoughte but a litel while. 

All was Medea that he thought. 

So that in many wife he fought 

His wit wakend, er it was day, 

Some time ye, fome time nay. 

Some time thus, fome time fo. 

As he was fteied to and fro 

Of love and eke of his conqueft. 

As he was holde of his beheil. 

And thus he rofe up by the morwe 

And toke him felf feint John to borwe 

And faide, he wolde firft beginne 

At love, and after for to winne 

The flees of gold, for which he come. 

And thus to him good herte he nome. 
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Medea right the fame wife 
Till day cam, that fhe muft arifc. 
Lay and bethought her all the night. 
How fhe that noble worthy knight 
By any waie mighte wedde. 
And wel ihe wift, if he ne fpedde 
Of thing, which he had undertake, 
She might her felf no purpofe take. 
For if he deiede of his bataile. 
She mufte than algate faile 
To geten him, whan he were dede. 
Thus {he began to fette rede 
And tome about her wittcs all 
To loke how that it mighte fall. 
That fhe with him had a leifer 
To fpeke and telle of her defir. 
And fo it fell the fame day 
That Jafon with that fwete may 
To-gider fet and hadden fpace 
To fpeke, and he befought her grace. 
And flie his tale goodly herde 
And afterward fhe him anfwerde 
And faide : Jafon, as thou wilt 
Thou might be fauf, thou might be fpilt. 
For wite well, that never man, 
But if he couthe that I can, 
Ne mighte that fortune acheve. 
For which thou comeft. But as I leve. 
If thou wolt holde covenaunt 
To love of all the remenaunt. 
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I (hall thy Vife and honour fave, 
That thou the flees of gold (halt have. 
He faid : Al at your owne wille, 
Madame, I fliall truly fulfille 
Your hefte, while my life may laft. 
Thus longe he praid and ate laft 
She graunteth and behight him this. 
That whan night cometh and it time is. 
She wolde him fende certainly 
Such one, that (hulde him prively 
Alone into her chambre bringe. 
He thonketh her of that tidinge, 
For of that grace is him begonne, 
Him thenketh al other thinges wonne. 

The day made ende and loft his fight 
And comen was the derke night, 
The whiche all the daies eye blent. 

Jafon toke leve and forth he went. 
And whan he cam out of the prees. 
He toke to counfeil Hercules 
And tolde him, how it was betid. 
And praide it (hulde well ben hid, 
And that he wolde loke about 
The whiles that he (hall be out. 
Thus as he ftood and hede name, 
A maiden fro Medea came 
And to her chambre Jafon ledde, 
Where that he found redy to hedde 
The faire(t and the wifeft eke. 
And (he with fimple chere and meke. 
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Whan {he him figh, wax all asQiamed. 
Tho was her tale newe entamed 
For fikernefte of mariage, 
She fette forth a riche ymage, 
Which was the figure of Jupiter, 
And Jafon fwore and faide there, 
That alfo wis god fliuld him helpe. 
That if Medea did him helpe, 
That he his purpofe mighte winne. 
They (hulde never part atwinne. 
But ever while him lafteth life. 
He wolde her holde for his wife. 
And with that word they kiften both. 
And for they (hulde hem uncloth 
There come a maid and In her wife 
She did hem bothe full fervife. 
Till that they were in bedde naked, 
I wot that night was well bewaked. 
They hadden bothe what they wolde. 
And than at leifer fhe him tolde 
And gan fro point to point enforme 
Of this bataile and all the forme, 
Whiche as he (hulde finde there, 
Whan he to thile come were. 
She faide, at entre of the pas 
How Mars, which god of armes was. 
Hath fet two oxen fterne and ftoute, 
That caften fire and flame aboute 
Both ate mouth and at the nafe. 
So that they fetten all on blafe 
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What thing that pafleth hem betwene. 
And furthermore upon the grene 
There goth the flees of gold to kepe 
A ferpent, which may never flepe. 
Thus who that ever it fhulde winne. 
The fire to floppe he mot beginne 
Which that the fierce beftes cafte, 
And daunt he mot hem ate lafte. 
So that he may hem yoke and drive, 
And there upon he mot as blive 
The ferpent with fuch ftrength aiTaile, 
That he may fleen him by bataile 
Of which he mot the teeth outdrawe, 
As it belongeth to that lawe. 
And than he muft the oxen yoke. 
Til they have with a plough to-broke 
A furgh of lond, in which a row 
The teeth of thadder he mufl: fow. 
And therof fhull arife knightes 
Well armed at alle rightes, 
Of hem is nought to taken hede. 
For eche of hem in haftihede 
Shall other flee with dethes woundc. 
And thus whan they ben laid to grounde 
Than mot he to the goddes pray 
And go fo forth and take his pray. 
But if he faile in any wife 
Of that ye here me devife. 
There may be fet non other wey, 
That he ne muft algates deie. 
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Now have I told the peril all, 
I woU you tellen forth withall. 
Quod Medea to Jafon tho. 
That ye (hull knowen er ye go 
Ayein the venlm and the fire, 
What fhall be the recoverir. 
But, fire, for it is nigh day, 
Arifeth up, fo that I may 
Deliver you what thing I have. 
That may your life and honour fave. 
They weren bothe loth to rife. 
But for they weren bothe wife 
Up they arifen ate laft. 
Jafon his clothes on him cafl 
And made him redy right anon. 
And (he her fherte did upon 
And caft on her a mantel clofe 
Withoute more, and than arofe. 
Tho toke flic forth a riche tie 
Made all of gold and of perrie. 
Out of the which flie nam a ring. 
The ftone was worth all other thing. 
She faide, while he wold it were. 
There mighte no peril him dere, 
In water may it nought be dreint. 
Where as it cometh the fire is queint. 
It daunteth eke the cruel hefle, 
There may none quad that man arefte. 
Where fo he be on fee or londe, 
That hath this ring upon his honde. 



LIBER ^mrus. 



247 



And over that flie gan to faia, 

That if a man will ben unfein. 

Within his hond hold clofe the ftone 

And he may invifible gone. 

The ring to Jafon (he betaught 

And fo forth after fhe him taught. 

What facrifice he fhulde make. 

And gan out of her cofre take 

Him thought an hevenly figure. 

Which all by charme and by conjure 

Was wrought, and eke it was through-writ 

With names, which he fhulde wite, 

As (he him taughte tho to rede 

And bad him as he wolde fpede 

Withoute reft of any while, 

Whan he were londed in that ile. 

He fhulde make his facrifice 

And rede his cared; in the wife. 

As fhe him taught on knees down bent 

Thre fithes toward orient. 

For fo fhuld he the goddes plefe 

And win him felven mochel efe. 

And whan he had it thries radde 

To open a buift (he him badde, 

That (he there toke him In prefent. 

And was full of fuch oignement. 

That there was fire ne veninn none. 

That Ihulde faftne him upon. 

Whan that he were anoint withall. 

Forthy (he taught him how he (hall 
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Anoint his armes all aboute. 
And for he Ihulde nothing doubte 
She toke him than a maner glue. 
The which was of fo great vertue. 
That where a man it fliulde caft 
It Chulde binde anon fo fad, 
That no man might it done away. 
And that (he bad by alle way 
He (hulde into the moiithes throw 
Of the twein oxen that fire blow, 
Therof to ftoppen the malice 
The glue Ihall ferve of that office. 
And over that her oignement 
Her ring and her enchauntement 
Ayein the ferpent (hnJde him were. 
Till he him flee with fwerd or fpere. 
And than he may faufly inough 
His oxen yoke into the plough 
And the teeth fowe in fuch a wife. 
Till he the knightes fe arife 
And eche of other down be laide. 
In fuche a maner as I have faide. 

Lo, thus Medea for Jafon 
Ordeineth and praieth therupon, 
That he nothing foryete (holde. 
And eke (he praieth him that he wolde. 
Whan he hath all his armes done. 
To grdunde knele and thonke anone 
The goddes, and Co forth by efe 
The flees of golde he fhulde fefe. 
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And whan he had it fefed fo, 
That than he were fone ago 
Withouten any tarieng. 
Whan this was faid into weping 
She fel, as (he that was through-nome 
With love, and fo fer overcome. 
That all her worlde on him (he iette. 
But whan (lie figh there was no Iette, 
That he mot nedes part her fro. 
She toke him in her armes two 
An hundcrd times and gan him kilTe 
And faid : O, all my worldes blilTe, 
My truft, my luft, my life, min helc. 
To ben thin helpe in this quarele 
I pray unto the goddes alle. 
And with that word fhe gan down falle 
Of fwoune, and he her uppe nam, 
And forth with that the maiden cam. 
And they to bed anone her brought. 
And thanne Jafon her befought 
And to her faide in this manere : 
My worthy lufty lady dere, 
Comforteth you, for by my trouth 
It fliall nought fallen in my flouth. 
That I ne woll throughout fulfills 
Your heiles at your owne wille. 
And yet I hope to you bringe 
Within a while fuch tidinge. 
The which fliall make us bothe game. 
But for he wolde kepe her name. 




whan that he wift it was nigh day. 
He faide : Adewe my fwete may. 
And forth with him he nam his gere. 
Which as (he hadde take him there. 
And draught unto his chambre went 
And goth to bedde and flepe him hent 
And lay, that no man him awoke. 
For Hercules hede of him toke, 
Till it was underne high and more. 
And than he gan to fighe fore 
And fodeinlich he braide of flepe, 
And they than token of him kepe. 
His chamberleins ben fone there 
And maden redy all his gere, 
And he arofe and to the king 
He went and faid, how to that thing, 
For which he cam, he wolde go. 
The king therof was wonder wo 
And for he wclde him fain withdraw. 
He told him many a dredefull fawe. 
But Jafon wolde it nought recorde 
And ate lafle they accorde. 
Whan that he wolde nought abide, 
A bote was redy ate tide, 
In which this worthy knight of Grece 
Full armed up at every piece 
To his bataile which belongeth 
Toke ore in hond and fore him longeth, 
Till he the water pafTed were. 
Whan he cam to that ile there, 
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He fet him on his knees down draught 

And his carefte, as he was taught. 

He rad and made his facrifice 

And fith anoint him in that wife. 

As Medea him hadde bede. 

And than arofe up fro that flede 

And with the glue the fire he queint 

And anone after he atteint 

The grete ferpent and him flough. 

But erft he hadde forwe inough, 

For that ferpent made him travaile 

So hard and fore of his bataile. 

That now he flood and nowe he fell. 

For longe time it fo befell. 

That with his fwerd and with his fpere 

He mighte nought that ferpent dere. 

He was fo fherded all aboute 

It held all egge tole withoute. 

He was fo rude and hard of fkin, 

There might no thinge go therein. 

Venim and fire to-gider he cafl:, 

That he Jafon fo fore ablafl, 

That if ne were his oignement. 

His ring and his enchauntement, 

Which Medea toke him before, 

He hadde with that worm be lore. 

But of vertu, which therof cam, 

Jafbn the dragon overcam 

And he anone the teeth out drough 

And fet his oxen in his plough. 
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With which he brake a piece of lond 

And fewe hem with his owne hond. 

Tho might he great merveile fe, 

Of every toth in his degre 

Sprong up a knight with fpere and iheld. 

Of which anone right in the feld 

Echone flough other, and with that 

Jafon Medea not foryat. 

On both his knees he gan down falle 

And yaf tliank to the goddes alle. 

The flees he toke and goth to bote. 

The fonne Iliineth bright and hote. 

The flees of gold (hone forth with all, 

The water gliftred over all. 

Medea wept and fighed ofte 

And ftood upon a toure alofte 

All prively within her felve, 

There herd it nouther ten ne twelve. 

She praid and faid : O, god him fpede. 

The knight, which hath my maidenhede. 

And ay flic loketh toward thile. 

But whan fhe figh within a while 

The flees gliftrend ayein the fonne, 

She faid : Ha lord, now all is wonne. 

My knight the feld hath overcome. 

Now wolde god, he were come. 

Ha lord, I wold he were a londe. 

But I dare take this on honde. 

If that Hie hadde winges two. 

She wold have flowe unto him tho 
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Straught there he was unto the bote. 

The day was clere, the fonne bote. 

The Gregois weren in great doubt 

The while that her lord was out, 

They wiften nought what Ihuld betide, 

But waited ever upon the tide 

To fe what ende fiiulde falle. 

There ftoden eke the nobles alle 

Forth with the comunes of the town. 

And as they loken up and down. 

They weren ware within a throwe, 

Where cam the bote, which they wel knowe, 

And figh, how Jafon brought his prey. 

And tho they gonnen alle lay 

And criden alle with o fteven ; 

Ha, where was ever under the heven 

So noble a knight, as Jafon is ? 

And wel nigh alle faiden this, 

That Jafon was a faire knight. 

For it was never of mannes might 

The flees of gold fo for to winne, 

And thus tellen they beginne. 

With that the king cam forth anone 

And figh the flees, how that it flione. 

And whan Jafon cam to the londe. 

The kinge him felve toke his honde 

And kift him, and great joy him made. 

The Gregois weren wonder glade 

And of that thing right merry hem thought 

And forth with hem the flees they brought. 
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And eche on other gan to ligh. 
But wel was him that mighte nigh 
To fe there of the proprete. 
And thus they pafTen the citee 
And gone unto the paleis ftraught. 

Medea, which foryat her nought. 
Was redy there and faid anon : 
Welcome, O worthy knight Jafon. 
She wolde have kid him wonder fain 
But fhame torned her ayein. 
It was nought the maner as the. 
Forthy (he dorfte nought do fo 
She toke her leve, and Jafon went 
Into his chambre and Ihe him fent 
Her maiden to fene how he ferde. 
The which whan that he figh and herde, 
How that he hadde faren out 
And that it ilood well all about. 
She tolde her lady what (he wi(^. 
And flie for joy her maiden kift. 
The bathes weren than araied 
With herbes tempred and alTaied 
And Jafon was unarmed fone 
And dide, as it befell to done, 
Into his bathe he went anone 
And wisfhe him clene as any bone, 
He toke a foppe and out he cam 
And on his beft array he nam 
And kempt his hede, whan he was clad. 
And goth him forth all merry and | 



LIBER ^INTUS. 

Right ftraught into the kinges halle. 
The king cam with his knightes alle 
And maden him glad welcoming. 
And he hem tolde tho tiding 
Of this and that, how it befell. 
Whan that he wan the iliepes fell. 
Medea whan fhe was afent 
Come fone to that parlement. 
And whan flie mighte Jafon fe. 
Was none fo glad of all as (he. 
There was no joie for to feche. 
Of him made every man a fpeche. 
Some man faid one, fome faid other. 
But though he were goddes brother 
And mighte make fire and thonder. 
There mighte be no more wonder 
Than was of him in that citee. 
Echone taught other this is he, 
Whiche hath in his power withinne. 
That all the world ne mighte winne, 
Lo, here the beft of alle good. 
Thus faiden they, that there ftood 
And eke that walked up and down 
Both of the court and of the town. 

The time of Jbuper cam anon, 
They wisfhen and therto they gon, 
Medea was with Jafon fet, 
Tho was there many a deinte fet 
And fet to-fore hem on the bord. 
But none Co liking as the word. 
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Which was there fpoke among hem two, 

So as they dorfte Ipeke tho. 

But though they hadden Htel fpace, 

Yet they accorden in that place. 

How Jafon Ihulde come at night, 

Whan every torche and every light 

Were out, and than of other thinges 

They fpeke aloud for fuppofmges 

Of hem that ftoden there aboute. 

For love is evermore in doubte. 

If that it be wifly governed 

Of hem that ben of love lerned. 

Whan al was done, that disfti and cup 

And cloth and bord and all was up. 

They waken, while hem lift to wake. 

And after that they leve take 

And gon to bedde for to refte. 

And whan him thoughte for the befte, 

That every man was faft a flepe, 

Jafon, that wolde his time kepe, 

Goth forth ftalkend all prively 

Unto the chambre and redely 

There was a maide, which him kept, 

Medea woke and no thing flept. 

But netheles {he was a bedde. 

And he with alle hafte him fpedde 

And made him naked and all warm. 

Anone he toke her in his arm. 

What nede is for to fpeke of efe. 

Hem lift eche other for to plefe. 
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So that they hadden joy inow. 
And tho they fetten, whan and how. 
That (he with him awey fhal ftele. 
With wordes fuch and other fele. 
Whan all was treted to an ende, 
Jafon toke leve and gan forth wende 
Unto his owne chambre in pecs. 
There will: it non but Hercules. 

He flept and ros, whan it was time. 
And whan it fel towardes prime, 
He toke to him fuch as he trifte 
In fecre, that none other wifte, 
And told hem of his counfeil there 
And faide, that his wille were. 
That they to Ihip had alle thing 
So privelich in thevening. 
That no man might her dede afpie 
But tho that were of compaignie, 
For he woU go withoute leve 
And lenger woll he nought beleve. 
But he ne wolde at thilke throwe 
The king or quene Ihulde it knowe. 
They faid, all this fhall well be do. 
And Jafon trufte well therto. 

Medea in the mene while. 
Which thought her fader to beguile. 
The trefor, which her fader hadde. 
With her all prively ftie ladde 
And with Jafon at time fet 
Away Ihe ftale and found no let 




258 CONFESSIO AMANTIS. 

And ftrauglit ihe goth her into (hip 

Of Grece with that felafhip. 

And they anone drough up the faile. 

And all that night this was counfeil. 

But erly whan the fonne Ihone, 

Men figh, how that they were gone 

And come unto the kinge and tolde. 

And he the fothe knowe wolde 

And axeth, where his doughter was. 

There was no word, but out alas. 

She was ago, the moder wept. 

The fader as a wodeman lept 

And gan the time for to waric 

And fwore his othe he wold nought tarie. 

That with caliphe and with galey 

The fame cours, the fame wey. 

Which Jafon toke, he wolde take, 

If that he might him overtake. 

To this they faiden alle ye. 

Anone as they were ate fee 

And all as who faith at one worde, 

They gone withinne {hippes horde. 

The fail goth up, and forth they draught. 

But none elploit therof they caught, 

And fo they tornen home ayein. 

For all that labour was In vein. 

Jafon to Grece with his pray 

Goth through the fee the righte way. 

Whan he there come and men it tolde. 

They maden joie yong and olde. 
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Efon whan that he wift of this, 
How that his fone comen is 
And hath acheved that he fought 
And home with him Medea brought. 
In all the wide world was none 
So glad a man as he was one. 
To-gider ben thefe lovers tho. 
Till that they hadden fones two, 
Wherof they weren bothe glade 
And olde Efon great joie made 
To feen thencrees of his Hgnage, 
For he was of fo great an age. 
That men awaiten every day. 
Whan that he fhulde gone away. 
Jafon, which figh his fader olde, 
Upon Medea made him bolde 
Of art magique, which (he couth. 
And praieth her, that his faders youth 
She wolde make ayeinward newe. 
And Ihe that was toward him trewe, 
Behight him, that fiie wolde it do. 
Whan that fhe time figh therto. 
But what fhe did in that matere 
It is a wonder thing to here, 
But yet for the novelrie 
I thenke tellen a great partie. 

Thus it befell upon a night. 
Whan there was nought but fterre light. 
She was vanisfhed right as her lift. 
That no wight but her felf it wift. 
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And that was ate midnight tide. 
The world was ftill on every fide. 
With open hede and foot all bare 
Her hair to-fprad flie gan to fare. 
Upon her clothes gert Ihe was 
All fpecheles and on the gras 
She glode forth as an adder doth. 
None other wife fhe ne goth. 
Till Ihe came to the fresfhe flood, 
And there a while (be withftood, 
Thries Ihe torned her aboute 
And thries eke flie gan down loute 
And in the flood (he wete her hair. 
And thries on the water there 
She gafpeth with a drecchinge onde 
And tho (he toke her fpeche on hondc. 
Firft (he began to clepe and calle 
Upwarde unto the (l:erres alle, 
To winde, to air, to fee, to londe 
She preide and eke helde up her honde i 
To Echates and gan to crie, 
Whiche is goddefle of forcerie, 
She faide : Helpeth at this nede. 
And as ye maden me to fpede. 
Whan Jafon came the flees to feche, 
So help me now, I you befeche. 
With that (lie loketh and was ware, 
Down fro the (ky there came a chare. 
The which dragons aboute drowe. 
And tho (he gan her hede down bowe 
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And up (he ftighe and faire and well 

She drove forth by chare and wheel 

Above in thaire among the Ikies, 

The londe of Crete in the parties 

She fought, and farte gaii her hie. 

And therupon the huUes high 

Of Othrin and OHmpe alfo 

And eke of other huUes mo 

She founde and gadreth herbes fuote, 

She pulleth up fome by the rote 

And many with a knife (he fhereth 

And all into her char ihe bereth. 

Thus whan fhe hath the hulles fought, 

The iloodes there foryate £he nought 

Eridian and Amphrifos, 

Peneie and eke Spercheidos, 

To hem ihe went and there (he nome 

Both of the water and of the fome, 

The fonde and eke the fmalle flones, 

Whiche as (he chefe out for the nones, 

And of the redde fee a part. 

That was behovelich to her art. 

She take, and after that about 

She foughte fondry fedes out 

In feldes and in many greves 

And eke a part fhe toke of leves. 

But thing, which might her moft availe. 

She found in Crete and in Theflaile 

In daies and in nightes nine. 

With great travaile and with peine 
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She was purveyed of every piece 

And torneih homward into Grece. 

Before the gates of Efon 

Her chare fhe let away to gone 

And toke out firft that was therinne. 

For tho ihe thoughte to beginne 

Such thing, as femeth impofTible 

And made her felven invifible, 

As Hie, that was with thaire enclofed 

And might of no man be defclofed. 

She toke up turves of the londe 

Withoute heipe of mannes honde 

And heled with the grene gras. 

Of whiche an aher made there was 

Unto Echates the goddefle 

Of art magique and the maiftreffe. 

And efte an other to invent. 

As (lie, which did her hole intent, 

Tho toke fhe feldwode and verveine. 

Of herbes ben nought better tweine, 

Of which anone withoute let 

Thefe alters ben aboute fet. 

Two fondry pittes fafte by 

She made and with that haftely 

A wether, which was black, (he flough. 

And out therof the blood (he drough 

And did into the pittes two. 

Warm milk (he put alfo therto 

With hony meind, and in fuch wife 

She gan to make her facrifice 
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And cried and praide forth withall 

To Pluto the god infernal 

And to the quene Proferpine- 

And fo ilie fought out all the line 

Of hem, that longen to that craft, 

Behinde was no name laft. 

And praid hem all, as flie well couth 

To graunt Efon his firfte youth. 

This olde Efon brought forth was tho. 

Away (he bad all other go 

Upon peril, that mighte falle. 

And with that word they wenten alle 

And left hem there two alone. 

And tho {he gan to gafpe and gone 

And made fignes many one 

And faid her wordes therupon, 

And with fpellinge and her charmes 

She toke Efon in both her armes 

And made him for to flepe faft 

And him upon her herbes caft. 

The blacke wether tho fhe toke 

And hew the flesflie, as doth a coke, 

On either alter part (he laide. 

And with the charmes that (he faide 

A fire down fro the iky alight 

And made it for to brenne light. 

And whan Medea Cigh it brenne, 

Anone (he gan to fterte and renne 

The firy alters all about. 

There was no befte, which goth out. 
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More wildc, than fhe femeth there. 
Aboute her fhulders heng her hair, 
As though flie were oute of her minde 
And torned into another kinde. 
Tho lay there certain wode cleft. 
Of which the pieces now and eft 
She made hem in the pittes wete 
And put hem in the firy hete 
And take the bronde with all the blafe 
And thries Ihe began to rafe 
About Efon, there as he flept. 
And eft with water, which fhe kept, 
She made a cercle about him thries 
And eft with fire of lulphre twies 
Full many another thing ftie dede, 
Whiche is nought wrlten in the ftede. 
But tho flie ran fo up and doune. 
She made many a wonder foune, 
Somtime lich unto the cock, 
Somtime unto the laverock, 
Somtime cacleth as an hen, 
Somtime fpeketh as don men. 
And right fo as her jargon ftraungeth 
In fondry wife her forme chaungeth. 
She femeth faire and no woman. 
For with the craftes that (he can 
She was as who faith a goddefle, 
And what her Hfte more or lefle 
She did, in bokes as we finde. 
That pafleth over mannes kinde. 
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But who that woll of wonders here. 
What thing {he wrought in this matere 
To make an ende of that (he gan 
Such merveil herde never man. 
A pointed in the newe mone. 
Whan it was time for to done. 
She fet a caldron on the fire. 
In which was al the hole attire. 
Whereon the medicine ftood. 
Of jufe, of water and of blood, 
And let it boile in fuche a plite. 
Till that (he figh the fpume white. 
And tho ftie caft in rinde and rote 
And fede and floure, that was for bote 
With many an herbe and many a flone, 
Wherof fhe hath there many one. 
And eke Cimpheius, the ferpent. 
To her hath all her fcales lent, 
Chelidre her yafe her adders fkin, 
And fhe to boilen caft hem in. 
And parte eke of the horned oule. 
The which men here on nightes houle. 
And of a raven, which was tolde 
Of nine hundred winter olde, 
She toke the hede with all the bille. 
And as the medicine it wille, 
She toke her after the bowele 
Of the feewolf, and for the hele 
Of Efon with a thoufand mo 
Of thinges, that (he hadde tho. 
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In that caldron to-gider as blive 

She put and toke than of olive 

A drie braunche hem with to ftere. 

The which anon gan floure and here 

And waxe all fresfhe and grene ayein. 

Whan (he this vertue hadde fene, 

She let the leefte droppe of alle 

Upon the bare floure down falle. 

Anon there fprong up floure and gras. 

Where as the droppe fallen was, 

And waxe anone all medow grene, 

So that it mighte well be fene. 

Medea thanne knewe and wift 

Her medicine is for to trift 

And goth to Efon there he lay 

And toke a fwerd was of affay. 

With which a wounde upon his fide 

She made, that there out may Aide 

The blood withinne, which was olde 

And fike and trouble and feble and colde. 

And the flie toke unto his ufe 

Of herbes of all the beft jufe 

And poured it into his wounde. 

That made his veines full and founde. 

And tho fhe made his woundes clofe 

And toke his hondc, and up he rofe. 

And tho fhe yaf him drinke a draught. 

Of which his youth ayein he caught. 

His hede, his herte and his vlfage 

Lich unto twenty winter age. 
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His hore halres were away 
And lich unto the fresfhe may. 
Whan pafTed ben the colde fhoures. 
Right fo recovereth he his floures. 

Lo, what might any man devife, 
A woman fliewe in any wife 
More hertely love in any ftede 
Than Medea to Jafon dede. 
Firft (he made him the flees to winne 
And after that fro kith and kijine 
With great trefor with him fhe ftale 
And to his fader forth with all 
His elde hath torned into youthe, 
Which thing none other woman couthe. 
But how it was to her aquit, 
The remembraunce dwelleth yit. 

King Peleus his erne was dede, 
Jafon bare croune on his hede, 
Medea hath fu]611ed his will, 
But whan he fhuld of right fulfill 
The trouthe, which to her afore 
He had in thile of Colchos fwore, 
Tho was Medea moil deceived. 
For he an other hath received. 
Which doughter was to king Creon, 
Creufa fhe hight, and thus Jafon, 
As he, that was to love untrewe, 
Medea left and toke a newe. 
But that was after fone abought. 
Medea with her art hath wrought 
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Of cloth of golde a mantel riche. 
Which femeth worth a kinges riche. 
And that was unto Creufa fent 
In name of yeft and of prefent. 
For fufterhode hem was belwene. 
And whan that yonge fresfhe quene 
That mantel lapped her aboute. 
Anon therof the fire fprang oute 
And brent her bothe flclhe and bon. 
The cam Medea to Jafon 
With both his fones on her honde 
And faid : O thou of every londe 
The moft untrewe creature, 
Lo, this (hall be thy furfeiture. 
With that the both his fones flough 
Before his eye, and he out drough 
His fwerd and wold have flain her tho. 
But farewell (he was ago 
Unto Pallas the court above. 
Where as ihe pleigneth upon love. 
As flje, that was with that goddeffe, 
And he was lefte in great diftreiTe. 

Thus might thou fe, what forwe it doth 
To fwere an oth, which is nought foth, 
In loves caufe namely. 
My fone, be well ware forthy 
And kepe, that thou be nought forfwored 
For this, whiche I have told to-fore, 
Ovide telleth every dele. 

My fader, I may leve it wele. 
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For I have herde it ofte fay. 

How Jafon toke the flees awey 

Fro Colchos, but yet herde I nought. 

By whom it was firft thider brought. 

And for it were good to here, 

If that you lift at my praiere 

To telle I wold you befeche. 

My fone, who that woll it feche. 
In bokes he may finde it write. 
And netheles, if thou wolt wite 
In the maner as thou haft preide, 
I Ihall the tell, how it is faide. 

The fame of thilke (hepes fellc, 
Whiche in Colchos, as it befelle. 
Was all of gold, fhal never deie, 
Wherof I thenke for to fay, 
Howe it cam firft into that ile. 
There was a king in thilke while 
Towardes Grece, and Athemas 
The cronique of his name was. 
And had a wif, which Philen Hight, 
By whom, fo as fortune it dight, 
He had of children yonge two. 

Frixus the firfte was of tho, 
A knave child, right faire with all. 
A doughter eke, the which men call 
Hellen, he hadde by his wife. 
But for there may no mannes life 
Endure upon this erthe here. 
This worthy quene, as thou tnight here. 
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Er that the children were of age, 
Toke of her ende the pa(!; 
With great worfhip and was begrave. 
What thing it liketh god to have 
It is great refon to ben his. 
Forthy this king, fo as it is. 
With great fuffrance it underfongeth. 
And afterward, as him belongeth, 
Whan it was time for to wedde, 
A newe wife he toke to bedde, 
Whiche Yno hight and was a maide 
And eke the doughter, as men faide. 
Of Cadme, whiche a king alfo 
Was holde Ln thilke daies tho. 

Whan Yno was the kinges make. 
She caft, how that fhe mighte make 
Thefe children to her fader loth 
And (hope a wile ayein hem both, 
Which to the king was all unknowe. 
A yere or two fhe let do fowe 
The loud with fode whete aboute, 
Wherof no corn may fpringen oute. 
And thus by Height and by covine 
Aros the derth and the famine 
Through out the londe in fuch a wife. 
So that the king a facriiice 
Upon the point of this diftrefle 
To Ceres, which is the goddeffe 
Of corne, hath fliape him for to yive 
To loke, if it may be foryive 
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The mifchefe, which was in his londe. 

But flie, which knewe to-fore the honde, 

The circumftance of all this thing, 

Ayein the coming of the king 

Into the temple hath fhape fo 

Of her accord, that alle tho. 

Which of the temple preftes were. 

Have faid and full declared there 

Unto the king, but if fo be. 

That he deliver the centre 

Of Frixus and of Hellen bothe. 

With whom the goddes ben fo wrothe, 

That while tho children ben withJnne, 

Such tilthe fhall no man beginne, 

Wherof to get him any corne. 

Thus was it faid, thus was it fworne 

Of all the preftes, that there are. 

And fhe, which caufeth all this fare. 

Said eke therto, what that Ihe wolde. 

And every man than after tolde 

So as the quene had hem preide. 

The king, which hath his ere leide 
And leveth all, that ever he herde. 
Unto her tales thus anfwerde 
And faith, that lever him is to chefe 
His children bothe for to lefe 
Than him and all the remenaunt 
Of hem, which are appertenaunt 
Unto the lond, whiche he fliall kepc. 
And bade his wife to take kepe 
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In what manere is bell to done. 
That they delivered were fone 
Out of this worlde. And fhe anone 
Two men ordeineth for to gone. 
But firft ihe made hem for to fwere, 
That they the children fliulde here 
Unto the fee, that none it knowe. 
And hem therinne bothe throwe. 
The children to the fee ben lad. 
Where in the wife, as Yno bad, 
Thefe men be redy for to do. 
But the goddefle, which Juno 
Is hote, appereth in the ftede 
And hath unto the men forbede. 
That they the children nought ne flee. 
But bad hem loke into the fee 
And taken hede of that they fighen. 
There fwam a Ihepe to-fore her eyen, 
Whofe flees of burned gold was all. 
And this goddefle forth with all 
Commaundeth, that withoute let 
They ftiulde anon the children fet 
Above upon the fhepes back. 
And all was do, right as Ihe fpak, 
Wherof the men gone home ayein. 
And fell fo, as the bokes fain, , 
Hellen the yonge maiden the, 
Whiche of the fee was wo bego, 
For pure drede her hert hath lore. 
That fro the fliepe, which hath her bore. 
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As (he, that was fwounende feint, 
She fell and hath her felf adreint. 
With Frixus and this fliepe forth fwam, 
Till he to thile of Colchos cam. 
Where Juno the goddefle he fonde. 
Which toke the fhepe unto the londe 
And fet it there in fuch a wife, 
As thou to-fore haft herd devife, 
Wherof cam after all the wo. 
Why Jafon was forfwore fo 
Unto Medee, as it is fpoke. 

My fader, who that hath to-broke 
His trouth, as ye have tolde above. 
He is nought worthy for to love 
Ne be beloved, as me femeth. 
But every newe love quemeth 
To him, that newe fangel is. 
And netheles now after this. 
If that you lift to taken hcde 
Upon my flirifte to procede 
In loves caufe ayein the vice 
Of covetife and avarice. 
What there is more I wolde wite. 

My fone, this I finde write, ( 

There is yet one of thilke brood. 
Which only for the worldes good 
To make a trefor of money 
Put alle confcience awey. 
Wherof in thy confeflion 
The name and the condition 



274 



CONFESSIO AMANTIS. 



I fhall here afterward declare. 

Which maketh one riche, an other bare. 



Hie trafht de ill: 
Ipccic avaricie, qui 
ufuradicitiir, cuiuj 
creditor : 



Plus iapit ufura ftbi, quam dtbetur, et Ulud 
Fraude colhcata ftpe latent/r agit. 

Si, amor ixc.Jus quam fipe f,m ut <rvarus 
Spiral el uniui trei capil ipfi loco. 

Upon the bench fittend on high 
iir.duius With avarice ufure I ligh, 

cuKuin nui^erala ful clothcd of his OWHC fuite, 

jtdEMnirt ^^'^ch after gold maketh chafe and fuite 
oienwm lucri ad- ^ith his brocours, that renne aboute, 
Liche unto racches in a route. 
Such lucre is none above grounde. 
Which is nought of tho racches founde. 
For where they fe beyete fterte, 
That fhall hem in no wife afterte. 
But they it drive into the net 
Of lucre, whiche ufure hath fet. 

Ufure with the riche dwelleth, 
To all that ever he bieth and felleth, i 
He hath ordeined of his fleight i 

Mefure double and double weight. 
Outward he felleth by the lafle 
And with the more he maketh his tafle, 
Wherof his hous is full withinne. 
He recheth nought be fo he winne. 
Though that there lefe ten or twelve. 
His love is all toward him felve 
And to none other but he fe. 
That he may winne fuche thre. 
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For where he fhall ought yive or lene, 
He woll ayeinward take a bene. 
There he hath lent the fmalle pefe. 
And right fo there ben many of thefc 
Lovers, that though they love a lite, 
That fcarlly wolde it weie a mite, 
Yet wol they have a pound ayein, 
As doth ufure in his bargain. 
But certes fuch ufure unliche 
It falleth more unto the riche 
Als well of love as of beyete. 
Than unto hem, that ben nought grete. 
And as who faith ben fimple and pouer. 
For felden is, whan they recouer. 
But if it be through great deferte 
And netheles men fe pouerte 
With purfuit of contenaunce 
Full ofte make a great chevaunce 
And take of love his avauntage 
Forth with the heipe of his brocage. 
That maken feme where it is nought. 
And thus full ofte is love bought 
For litel what and mochel take 
With falfe weightes that thy make. 

Now fone, of that I faide above 
Thou woft what ufure is of love. 
Tell me forthy what fo thou wilt. 
If thou therof haft any gilt ? 

My fader nay, for ought I here. 
For of tho points ye tolden here 
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I will you by my trouth aflure, 
My weight of love and my mefure 
Hath be more large and more certeinc , 
Than ever I toke of love ayeine. 
For fo yet couthe I never of fleightc 
To take ayein by double weighte 
Of love more than I have yive. 
For alfo wis mote I be fhrivc 
And have remiflion of finne. 
As fo yet couth I never winne 
Ne yet fo mochel foth to fain. 
That ever I might have half ayeln 
Of fo full love, as I have lent. 
And if mine hap were fo well went. 
That for the hole I might have half, 
Me thenketh I were a goddes half. 
For where ufure wold have double. 
My confcience is nought fo trouble, 
I bidde never as to my dele 
But of the hole an halven dele. 
That is none excefs as me thenketh. 
But netheles it me forthenketh. 
For well I wot, that wol nought be, 
For every day the better I fe. 
That how fo ever I yive or lene 
My love in place that I mene, 
For ought that ever I axe or crave 
I can nothing ayeinwarde have. 
But yet for that I wol nought lete 
What fo befall of my beyete. 
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That I ne fhall her yive and lene 
My love and all my thought fo clene. 
That toward me fhall nought beleve. 
And if (he of her gode leve 
Rewarde wol me nought ayeiji, 
I wot the laft of my bargein 
Shall ftonde upon fo great a loft. 
That I may never more the coft 
Recouer in this world till I dele. 
So that touchend of this partie 
I may me well excufe and fliall 
And for to fpeke forth withall, 
If any brocour for me went. 
That point come never in min entent. 
So that the more me merveileth 
What thing it is, my lady eileth. 
That all min herte and all my time 
She hath and do no better byme. 

I have herd faid, that thought is free 
And netheles in privete 
To you, my fader, that bene here 
Min hole fhrifte for to here, 
I dare min herte well difclofe 
Touchend ufurie, as I fuppofe, 
Whiche, as ye telle, in love is ufed. 
My lady may nought ben excufed, 
That for o loking of her eye 
Min hole herte till I deie 
With all that ever I may and can 
She hath me wonne to her man. 
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Wherof me thenketh, good refon woldea 

That (he fomdele rewarde ftiolde 

And yive a part, there fhe hath all, 

I not what falle herafter (hall. 

But into now yet dare I fain. 

Her lifte never yive ayein 

A goodly word in fuch a wife, 

Wherof min hope might arife 

My grete love to recompenfe, 

I not how fhe her confcience 

Excufe wol of this ufure 

By large weight and great mefurc. 

She hath my love and I have nought 

Of that, which I have dere abought 

And with min herte I have it paide. 

But all this is afide laide, 

And I go loveles aboute. 

Her oughte ftonde in full great doubte. 

Till (he redre(re fuche a finne. 

That (he wol al my love winne 

And yiveth me nought to live by. 

Nought al fo moch as graunt mercy 

Her lift to fay, of which I might 

Some of my grete peine alight. 

But of this point, lo, thus I fare. 

As he, that paieth for his chaffare 

And bieth it dere and yet hath none, 

So mote he nedes pouer gone. 

Thus bie I dere and have no love. 

That I ne may nought come above 
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To winne of love none encrefe, 
But I me wille nethelefe 
Touchend ufure of love aquite, 
And if my lady be to wite, 
I pray to god fuch grace her fende. 
That (he by time it mot amende. 

My fone, of that thou haft anfwerde < 
Touchend ufure I have al herde, 
How thou of love haft wonne fmale. 
But that thou telleft in thy tale 
And thy lady therof accufeft. 
Me thenketh tho wordes thou mifufeft. 
For by thin owne knouleching 
Thou faift, how (he for one loking 
Thy hole hert fro the (he toke. 
She may be fuch, that her o loke 
Is worth thine herte many folde. 
So haft thou well thin herte Iblde, 
Whan thou haft, that is more worthe. 
And eke of that thou telleft forthe, 
How that her weight of love uneven 
Is unto thine, under the heven 
Stood never in even that halaunce. 
Which ftont in loves governaunce. 
Such is the ftatute of his lawe. 
That though thy love more drawe 
And peife in the balaunce more, 
Thou might nought axe ayein therfore 
Of duete, but all of grace. 
For love is lorde in every place, 
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There may no lawe him juftify 
By reddour ne by compaigny. 
That he ne wol after his wille, 
Whom that him Uketh fpede or fpille. 
To love a man may well beginne, 
But whether he (hall lefe or winne. 
That wot no man, til ate laft. 
Forthy coveite nought to faft. 
My fone, but abide thin ende, 
Parcas all may to good wende. 
But that thou haft me tolde and faide 
Of o thing I am right well paide, 
That thou by fleighte, ne by guile 
Of no brocour haft otherwhile 
Engined love, for fuche dede 
Is fore venged as I rede. 

Brocours of love, that deceiven. 
No wonder is though they receiven 
After the wrong, that they deferven 
For whom as ever that they ferven 
And do plelaunce for a while. 
Yet ate laft her owiie guile 
Upon her owne hede defcendeth, 
Which god of his vengeaunce fendeth. 
As by enfample of time ago 
A man may finde it hath be fo. 
It fell fome time, as it was fene. 
The high goddefle and the quene 
Juno tho had in compaigny 
A maiden full of trechery. 
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For (he was ever in accorde 

With Jupiter, that was her larde, 

To get him other loves newe 

Through fuch brocage and was untrewe, 

All other wife than him nedeth. 

But fhe, the which no (hame dredeth. 

With queinte wordes and with flie 

Blent in fuch wife her ladies eye 

As Ihe, to whom that Juno trift. 

So that therof fhe nothing wiil. 

But fo prive may be nothing, 

That it ne cometh to knouleching, 

Thing done upon the derke night 

Is after knowe on dales light. 

So it befell, that ate laft 

All that this flighe maiden cart 

Was overcaft and overlhrowe. 

For as the fothe mot be knowe, 

To Juno it was done underftonde, 

In what manere her hufbonde 

With fals brocage hath take ufure 

Of love more than his mefure. 

Whan he toke other than his wife, 

Wherof this maiden was giltife, 

Whiche hadde ben of his aflent. 

And thus was all the game flient. 

She fuffred him, as fhe mot nede. 

But the brocour of his mifdede. 

She, which her counfeil yaf therto. 

On her is the vengeaunce do. 
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For Juno with her wordes hote. 
This maiden, which Eccho was hote, 
Reproveth and faith in this wife : 
O traiterefle, of which fervice 
Haft thou thin owne lady ferved. 
Thou haft great peine well deferved. 
That thou canft maken it fo queint. 
Thy flighe wordes for to peint 
Towardes me, that am thy quene, 
Wherof thou madeft me to wene. 
That my hufbonde trewe were. 
Whan that he loveth elles where. 
All be it fo him nedeth nought. 
But upon the it ftiall be bought 
Whiche art prive to tho doinges, 
And me full ofte of thy lefmges 
Deceived haft. Nowe is the day. 
That I thy wile quite may, 
And for thou haft to me conceled. 
That my lorde hath with other deled, 
I fhall the fette in fuche a kinde. 
That ever unto the worldes ende 
All that thou hereft thou (halt telle 
And clappe it out as doth a belle. 
And with that word (he was forfliape. 
There may no vois her mouthe efcape. 
What man that in the wodes crieth, 
Withouten faile Eccho replieth. 
And what word, that him luft to fain. 
The fame word (he faith ayein. 
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Thus ftie, which whilome hadde leve 
To dwelle in chambre, mot bcleve 
In wodes and on hilles both. 
For fuch brocage as wives loth, 
Which doth her lordes hertes chaunge 
And love in other places llraunge. 

Forthy if ever it fo befalle. 
That thou, my fone, amonges alle 
Be wedded man, hold that thou haft. 
For than all other love is wafte, 
O wife (hal wel to the fuffife, 
And than if thou for covetife 
Of love woldeft axe more. 
Thou fhuldeft don ayein the lore 
Of alle hem that trewe be. 

My fader, as in this degre 
My confcience is nought accufed, 
For I no fuch brocage have ufed, 
Wherof that luft of love is wonne. 
Forthy fpeke forth, as ye begonne. 
Of avarice upon my ihrifte. 

My fone, I (hall the braunches fhifte 
By order fo as they ben fet. 
On whom no good is wel befet. 

Pra verbis verba, munus pro munere reddt 
Convenit, ut pandus equa Jiatera gerat. 

Prepttria cupido non dat/ua dona Cupids. 
Nam qui nulla ferity gramina nulla meitt. 

Blind avarice of his lignage 
For counfeil and for coufinage 
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cilur, cuius naiuM To be wltholdc aycln largefle 
fut^bftaVclepo™ Hath onc, whofe name is faid fcarfiiefle, 
tT"" haminibus The which is Icepcr of his hous 
w'lSnfcnli..''''" ^^^ '5 ^o throughout avarous. 

That he no good let out of honde. 

Though god him felf it wolde fonde. 

Of yifte fliuld he no thing have. 

And if a man it wolde crave. 

He mufte thanne faile nede, 

Where god him felve may nought fpede. 

And thus fcarfnefle in every place 

By refon may no thank purchace. 

And netheles in his degre 

Above all other moll: prive 

With avarice ilant he this. 

For he governeth that there is 

In eche eftate of his office. 

After the reule of thilke vice 

He taketh, he kepeth, he halt, he bint. 

That lighter is to fle the flint 

Than gete of him in hard or neisfiie 

Only the value of a reisfhe 

Of good in helping of an other 

Nought, though it were his owne brother. 

For in the cas of yift and lone 

Stant every man for him alone. 

Him thenketh of his unkindfhip. 

That him nedeth no felalhip 

Be fo the bagge and he accorden, 

Him reccheth nought, what men recorden 
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Of him or be it evil or good. 
For all his trufte is on his good, 
So that alone he falleth ofte. 
Whan he beft weneth flonde alofte 
Als well in love as other wife. 
For love is ever of fome reprife 
To him that woU his love holde. 
Forthy my fone, as thou art holde 
Touchend of this tell me thy fhrifte, 
Haft thou be fcarfe or large of yifte 
Unto thy love, whom thou ferveft. 
For after that thou well deferveft 
Of yifte, thou might be the bet. 
For that good holde I well be fet. 
For which thou might the better fare, 
Than is no wifdom for to fpare. 
For thus men fain in every nede. 
He was wife, that firft made mede. 
For where as mede may nought fpede, 
I not what helpeth other dede. 
Full ofte he faileth of his game. 
That will with idel hond reclame 
His hawke, as many a nice doth. 
Forthy my fone, tell me foth 
And fay the trouth, if thou haft be 
Unto thy love or fcarfe or fre ? 

My fader, it hath ftonde thus. 
That if the trefor of Crefus 
And all the golde of Oiitavien, 
Forth with the richefle of Yndien 
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Of perles and of riche ftones 
Were all to-gider mm at ones, 
I fet it at no more accompt 
Than wolde a bare ftraw amount 
To yive it her all in a day. 
Be fo that to that fwete may 
It mighte like or more or lefle. 
And thus becaufe of my fcarfnefle 
Ye may well underftond and leve. 
That I fhall nought the worfe acheve 
The purpos, which is in my thought. 
But yet I yaf her never nought 
Ne therto durft a profre make. 
For well I wot, (he woll nought take 
And yive woll Ihe nought alfo. 
She is efcheue of bothe two. 
And this I trowe be the fkill 
Towardes me, for fhe ne will. 
That I have any caufe of hope. 
Nought alio mochel as a drope. 
But toward other as I may fe. 
She taketh and yiveth in fuch degre. 
That as by wey of frendelyhede 
She can fo kepe her womanhede. 
That every man fpeketh of her wele. 
But Ihe wol take of me no dele. 
And yet /he wot wel, that I wolde 
Yive and do bothe what I Iholde 
To plefcn her in all my might. 
By rcfon this wote every wight. 
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^H 


For that may by no wey afterte. 


^^^^1 


There (he is tnaifter of the herte, 


^^^1 


She mot be maifter of the good. 


^^^^^^t 


For god wot wel, that all my mood 


^^^^^^M 


And all min herte and all my thought 


^^^^^^M 


And all my good, while I have ought. 


^^^M 


Als frely as god hath it yive, 


^^H 


It Ihall be hers, while I live. 


^^H 


Right as her lift her felf commaunde. 


^^H 


So that it nedeth no demaunde 


^^H 


To axe me, if I have be fcarfe 


^^H 


To love, for as to tho parfe 


^^H 


I will anfwere and fay no. 


^^H 


My fone, that is right well do. 


^^^H 


For often time of fcarfnefle 


^^H 


It hath ben feen, that for the leffe 


^^H 


Is loft the more, as thou ftialt here 


^^1 


A tale, lich to this matere. 




Scarfnefle and love accorden never, 
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What man that fcarfe is of his good 


And wol nought yive, he fhall nought take. 
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With yift a man may undertake 
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The highe god to plefe and queme, 


^^H 


With yift a man the world may deme. 
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For every creature bore. 
If thou him yive, is glad therfore. 
And every gladfiiip, as I finde. 
Is comfort unto loves kinde 
And caufeth ofte a man to fpede. 
So was he wife, that firft yaf mede. 
For mede kepeth love in hous. 
But where the men ben coveitous 
And fparen for to yive a parte, 
They knowen nought Cupides arte. 
For his fortune and his apprife 
Difdeigneth alle covetife 
And hateth alle nigardie. 
And for to loke of this partie 
A fothe enfample, howe it is fo, 

I finde write of Babio, 
Which had a love at his menage, 
There was no fairer of her age. 
And highte Viola by name. 
Which full of youth and full of game 
Was of her felfe and large and free. 
But fuch an other chinche as he 
Men wiften nought in all the londe. 
And had affaited to his honde 
His fervantj the which Spodlus 
Was hate. And in this wife thus 
The worldes good of fuffifaunce 
Was had, but liking and plefaunce 
Of that belongeth to richefie 
Of love ftode in great diftrefle, ' 
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?o that this yonge lufty wight 

Of thing, which fell to loves right, 

Was evil ferved over all, 

That Qie was wo bego withall. 

Til that Cupide and Venus eke 

A medicine for the feke 

Ordeine wolden in this cas. 

So as fortune thanne was 

Of love upon the deftine 

It fell right, as it fliuldc be. 

A fresfhe, a free, a frendly man, 

That nought of avarice can. 

Which Croceus by name hlght. 

Toward this fwete caft his fight 

And there (he was cam in prefence, 

She figh him large of his defpenfe. 

And amorous and glad of chere. 

So that her liketh well to here 

The goodly wordes, which he faide. 

And therupon of love he praide. 

Of love was all that he ment. 

To love and for fhe (hulde aflent, 

He yaf her yiftes ever among. 

But for men fain, that mede is flrong, 

It was well fene at thilke tide 

For as it fliulde of right betide. 

This Viola largefle hath take 

And the nigard Ihe hath forfake. 

Of Babio ftie will no more, 

For he was grucchend evermore. 
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There was with him none other fare. 
But for to pinche and for to fpare. 
Of worldes muck to get encres. 
So goth the wrecche loveles 
Bejaped for his fcarfite. 
And he that large was and fre 
And fet his herte to defpende. 
This Croceus his bowe bende. 
Which Venus toke him for to holde. 
And (hot as ofte as ever he wolde. 

Lo, thus departeth love his lawe. 
That what man woll nought be felawe 
To yive and fpende, as I the telle. 
He is nought worthy for to dwelle 
In loves court to be relieved. 
Forthy my fone, if I be leved, 
Thou fhalt be large of thy defpenfe. 

My fader, in my confcience 
If there be any thinge amis, 
I wolde amende it after this 
Toward my love namely. 

My fone, well and redely 
Thou faift, fo that well paid withall 
I am, and further if I fliall 
Unto thy (hrifte fpecifie 
Of avarice the progenie. 
What vice fueth after this, 
Thou {halt have wonder how it is 
Among the folke in any regne. 
That fuch a vice mighte regne, 
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Whiche is comune at all affaies, 
As men may finde now a daies. 

Cunifa ertatura, deus et qui cunita eriavitj 

Damnant ingrati diSfaque JaiJa viri, 
Non dohr a langi flat^ quojibi talis amicarn 

Traxit, et in fine deferit ejfefuam. 

The vice like unto the fende. 
Which never yet was mannes frende, 
And cleped is unkindefhip, 
Of covine and of felafhip 
With avarice he is witholde. 
Him thenketh he fhuld nought ben holde 
Unto the moder, which him bare. 
Of him may never man beware. 
He wol nought knowe the merite. 
For that he wolde it nought aquite, 
Which in this worlde is mochcl ufed. 
And fewe ben therof excufcd. 
To tell of him is endeles, 
But thus I faie netheles, 
Where as this vice cometh to londe, 
There taketh no man his thanke on honde. 
Though he with all his mightes ferve, 
He thall of him no thank deferve, 
He taketh what any man will yive, 
But while he hath o day to live, 
He wol nothing rewarde ayein, 
He gruccheth for to yive o grein, 
Where he hath take a berne full. 
That maketh a kinde herte dull. 
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To fet his trull in fuch frendfliip, 
There as he fint no kindefiiip. 
And for to fpeke wordes pleine. 
Thus here I many a man compleigne, 
That howe on daies thou Ihah finde 
At nede fewe frendes kmde. 
What thou haft done for hem to-fore. 
It is foryeten, as it were lore. 
The bokes fpeken of this vice 
And telle how god of his juftice 
By way of kinde and eke nature 
And every Hflich creature. 
The lawe alfo, who that it can. 
They dampnen an unkinde man. 

It is all one, to fay unkinde 
As thing, which done is ayein kinde, 
For it with kinde never flood 
A man to yielden evil for good. 
For who that wolde taken hede, 
A befte is glad of a good dede 
And loveth thilke creature 
After the lawe of his nature 
And doth him efe. And for to fe 
Of this matere audlorite. 
Full ofte time it hath befalle, 
Wherof a tale amonges alle, 
Which is of olde enfamplarie, 
I thenke for to fpeciiie. 

To fpeke of an unkinde man 
I iinde, how whilome Adrian 
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Of Rome, which a great lorde was. 

Upon a day as he par cas 

To wode in his hunting went. 

It hapneth at a fodein went. 

After the chafe as he purfueth. 

Through happe, which no man efcheueth, 

He felle unware into a pit. 

Where that it mighte nought be let. 

The pit was depe, and he fell lowe. 

That of his men none mighte knowe. 

Where he became, for none was nigh. 

Which of his fall the mifchefe ligh. 

And thus alone there he lay 

Clepende and criend all the day 

For focoure and deliverance. 

Till ayein eve it fell per chance, 

A while er it began to night, 

A pouer man, which Bardus hight. 

Cam forth walkend with his afle 

And hadde gadered him a tafle 

Of grene ftickes and of drie 

To felle, whom that wolde hem bie. 

As he, which had no livelode. 

But whan he mighte fuche a lode 

To towne with his alTe carie. 

And as it fel him for to tarie. 

That ilke time nigh the pit 

And hath the trufle fafte knit. 

He herde a vois, which cried dimme. 

And he his ere to the brimme 
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Hath leide and herde it was a man. 
Which faidc : O helpe here Adrian, 
And I will yive half my good. 
The pouer man this underftood. 
As he that wolde gladly win. 
And to this lord, which was within. 
He fpake and faid : If I the fave. 
What filcernefle (hall I have 
Of covenant, that afterwarde 
Thou wolt me yive fuch rewarde. 
As thou behightefl now before ? 
That other hath his othes fwore 
By heven and by the goddes alle. 
If that it mighte fo befalle. 
That he out of the pit him brought. 
Of all the goodes, which he ought. 
He (hall have even halven dele. 

This Bardus faid, he wolde wele. 
And with this worde his affe anon 
He let untrufle and therupon 
Down goth the corde into the pit. 
To whiche he hath at ende knit 
A ftafF, wherby, he faide, he wolde. 
That Adrian him (hulde holde. 
But it was tho per chaunce falle. 
Into that pit was alfo falle 
An ape, which at thilke tlirowe, 
Whan that the corde cam down lowe. 
All fodeinly therto he (kipte 
And it in both his armes cliptc. 
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And Bardus with his afle anone 

Him hath up draw, and he is gon. 

But whan he figh it was an ape. 

He wend all hadde ben a jape 

Of faierie and fore him dradde. 

And Adrian eft fone gradde 

For helpe and cride and preidc fafte. 

And he eftfone his corde cafte. 

But whan it came unto the groundc, 

A great ferpent it hath bewoiinde. 

The which Bardus anone up drough. 

And than him thoughte wel inough. 

It was fantafme that he herde 

The vois, and he therto anfwerde : 

What wight art thou in goddes name ? 

I am, quod Adrian, the fame, 

Whofe good thou flialt have even halfe. 

Quod Bardus than a goddes halfe. 

The thridde time alfaie I {hall. 

And caft his corde forth withall 

Into the pit, and whan it came 

To him, this lord of Rome it name 

And therupon him hath adrefled 

And with his bond ful ofte blefl*ed. 

And than he bad to Bardus bale. 

And he, which underftood his tale, 

Betwene him and his afle all fofte 

Hath drawe and fet him up a lofte 

Withouten harm all efely. 

He faith not ones graunt mercy, 
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But ftraught him forth to the citee 

And let this pouer Bardus be. 

And netheles this fimple man 

His covenaunt, fo as he can, 

Hath axed. And that other faide. 

If fo be that he him upbraide 

Of ought, that hath be fpoke or do. 

It Ihall be venged of him fo. 

That him were better to be dedc. 

And he can tho no other rede. 

But on his afle ayein he caft 

His trufle and hieth homward faft. 

And whan that he came home to bed. 

He tolde his wife, how that he fped. 

But finally to fpeke ought more 
Unto this lorde, he drad him fore. 
So that a word ne diirft he fain. 
And thus upon the morwe ayein 
In the maner, as I recorde. 
Forth with his afle and with his corde, 
To gader wode, as he did er. 
He goth, and whan that he cam ner 
Unto the place, where he wolde. 
He gan his ape anone beholde. 
Which had gadered al aboute 
Of flickes here and there a route 
And leide hem redy to his honde, 
Wherof he made his truffe and bonde. 
Fro dale to daie and in this wife 
This ape profreth his fervife. 
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So that he had of wode inough. 
Upon a time and as he drough 
Toward the wode, he figh belide 
The greate gaftly ferpent gUde, 
Till that (he cam in his prefence 
And in her kinde a reverence 
She hath him do and forth withall 
A ftone more bright than a criftall 
Out of her mouth to-fore his way 
She let down fall and went away, 
For that he ihall nought ben adrad. 
Tho was this pouer Bardus glad, 
Thonkende god and to the flone 
He goth and taketh it up anone 
And hath great wonder in his witte. 
How that the befte him hath aquitte, 
Where that the mannes fone hath failed. 
For whom he hadde moll: travailed. 
But all he put in goddes honde 
And torneth home and what he fonde 
Unto his wife he hath it Ihewed 
And they, that weren bothe lewed, 
Accorden, that he Ihulde it felle. 
And he no lenger wolde dwelle. 
But forth anone upon the tale 
The ftone he profreth to the fale. 
And right as he him felfe it fette, 
The jueller anone forth fette 
The golde and made his paiement, 
Therof was no delaiement. 
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Thus whan this ftone was bought and fold, 

Homward with joie many fold 

This Bardus goth, and whan he cam 

Horn to his hous and that he nam 

His gold out of his purs withinne. 

He fonde his ftone alfo therinne, 

Wherof for joy his herte plaide, 

Unto his wife and thus he faide : 

Lo, here my golde, lo, here my ftone. 

His wife hath wonder therupon. 

And axeth him how that may be. 

Now by my trouth, I not, quod he. 

But I dare fwere upon a boke. 

That to my marchant I it toke. 

And he it hadde whan I went. 

So know I nought to what entent 

It is now here, but it be grace. 

Forthy to morwe in other place 

I will it founde for to felle. 

And if it woll nought with him dwclle. 

But crepe into my purfe ayein, 

Than dare I faufly fwere and fain. 

It is the vertue of the ftone. 

The morwe came, and he is gone 
To feche about in other ftede 
His ft:one to felle and fo he dede 
And lefte it witli his chapman there. 
But whan that he came elles where. 
In prefence of his wife at home, 
Out of his purs and that he nome 
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His golde, he founde bis flone withal. 
And thus it felle him overal. 
Where he it folde in fondrie place. 
Such was the fortune and the grace. 
But fo well may nothing be hid, 
That it nis ate lafte kid. 
This fame goth aboute Rome 
So ferforth, that the wordes come 
To themperour Juftinian, 
And he let fende for the man 
And axed him, how that it was. 
And Bardus tolde all the cas. 
How that the worme and eke the befte, 
Al though they made no behefte. 
His travaile hadden well aquit. 
But he, which had a mannes wit 
And made his covenant by mouth 
And fwore therto all that he couth 
To parte and yive half his good. 
Hath now foryete how that it ftood. 
As he, which wol no trouthe holde. 
This emperour al that he tolde 
Hath herde and thilke unktndenefTe, 
He faid, he wolde him felf redrefle. 
And thus in court of jugemetit 
This Adrian was than aflent. 
And the quarell in audience 
Declared was in the prefence 
Of themperour and many mo, 
Wherof was mochel fpeche tho 
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And great wondring among the prefs. 
But ate lafte nethelefs, 
For the partie, which hath pleigned. 
The law hath demed and ordeigned 
By hem, that were avifed wele, 
That he (hal have the halven dele 
Throughout of Adrianes good. 
And thus of thilke unkinde blood 
Slant the memoire unto this day. 
Where that every wife man may 
Enfamplen him and take in minde. 
What fliame it is to ben unkinde, 
Ayein the which refon debateth 
And every creature it hateth. 

Forthy my fone, in thy office 
I rede flee that ilke vice. 
For right as the cronlque faith 
Of Adrian, how he his feith 
Foryat for worldes covetife, 
Ful oft in fuche a maner wife 
Of lovers now a man may fe 
Ful many, that unkinde be. 
For wel behote and evil laft 
That is her life, for ate laft. 
Whan that they have her wille do. 
Her love is fone after ago. 
What faift thou, fone, to this cas ? 

My fader, I wil fay helas. 
That ever fuch a man was bore. 
Which whan he hath his trouthe fwore ' 
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And hath of love what he woWe, 
That he at any time iholde 
Ever after in his herte 6nde 
To falfen and to ben unkinde. 

But, fader, as touchend of me, 
I may nought ftond in that degre. 
For I toke never of love why. 
That I ne may wel go therby 
And do my profite elles where. 
For any fpede I finde there, 
I dare wel thenken all about. 
But I ne dare nought fpeke it out, 
And if I dorft, I wolde pleigne. 
That fhe, for whom I fufFre peine 
And love her ever aliche hote. 
That nouther yive ne behote 
In rewarding of my fervice 
It lift her in no maner wife. 
I wol nought fay, that ftie is kinde. 
And for to fay fhe is unkinde. 
That dare I nought by god above, 
Which demeth every herte of love. 
He wot, that on min owne fide 
Shall none unkindeihip abide. 
If it ftiall with my lady dwelle, 
Therof dare I no more telle. 
Now, gode fader, as it is 
Tell me, what thenketh you of this ? 

My fone, of that unkindQiip, 
The which toward thy ladislhip. 
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Thou pleigneft, for (he woU the nought. 
Thou art to blamen of thy thought. 
For it may be, that thy defire. 
Though it brenne ever as doth the fire, 
Parcas to her honour miflet. 
Or elles time come nought yet. 
Which ftant upon thy deftine. 
Forthy my fone, I rede the, 
Thenk well, what ever the befalle. 
For no man hath his luftes alle. 
But as thou toldeft me before. 
That thou to love art nought forfwore 
And haft done non unklndenefle. 
Thou might therof thy grace blefle 
And leve nought that continuance. 
For there may be no fuch grevance 
To love, as is unkindeihip, 
Wherof to kepe thy worfliip, 
So as thefe olde bokes tale, 
I (hall the telle a redy tale. 
Now herken and be ware therby, 
For I will telle it openly. 
n Minos, as telleth the poete. 
The which whilom was king of Crete, 
A fone had and Androchee 
He hight. And fo befell that he 
Unto Athenes for to lere 
Was fent and fo he bare him there. 
For that he was of high lignage, 
Such pride he toke in his corage. 
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That he foryeten hath the fcoles 

And in riot among the fooles 

He didde many thinges wronge 

And ufed thilke life fo longe. 

Til ate laft of that he wrought 

He found the mifchefe, which he fought, 

Wherof it fell, that he was flain. 

His fader, which it herde fain. 

Was wroth, and all that ever he might, 

Of men of armes he him dight 

A ftronge power and forth he went 

Unto Athenes, where he brent 

The pleine contre al aboute. 

The cites ftood of him in double, 

As they, that no defence had 

Ayein the power, which he lad. 

Egeus, which was there king. 

His counfeil toke upon this thing. 

For he was than in the citee. 

So that of pees Into tretee 

Betwene Minos and Egeus 

They fell and bene accorded thus. 

That king Minos fro yere to yerc 

Receive fhal as thou (halt here 

Out of Athenes for truage 

Of men, that were of mighty age, 

Perfones nine, of which he fhall 

His wille don in fpeciall 

For vengeaunce of his fones dcth, 

None other grace there ne geth, 
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But for to take the juile, 
And that was don in fuche a wife, 
Upon which flood a wonder cas. 
For thilke time fo it was, 
Wherof that men yet rede and ling. 
King Minos had in his keping 
A cruel monfter, as faith the geft. 
For he was half man and half befte, 
And Minotaurus he was hote, 
Which was begotten in a riot 
Upon Pafiphe, his owne wife, 
Whil he was out upon the ftrife 
Of thilke greate fiege at Troie. 
But ihe, which loft hath alle joie. 
Whan that flie figh this monfter bore, 
Bad men ordeigne anon therfore. 
And fell that ilke time thus. 
There was a clerke one Dedalus, 
Which hadde ben of her aflent. 
Of that her world was fo mifwent. 
And he made of his owne wit, 
Wherof the remembraunce is yit. 
For Minotaure fuche a hous, 
That was fo ftronge and merveilous, 
That what man that withinne went, 
There was fo many a fondry went. 
That he ne fliulde nought come out, 
But gone amafed all about. 
And in this hous to locke and warde 
Was Minotaurus put in warde. 
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That what life, that therinne cam. 
Or man or beile, he overcam 
And flough and fed him therupon. 
And in this wife many one 
Out of Athenes for truage 
Devoured weren in that rage. 
For every yerc they fhopen hem fo. 
They of Athenes er they go 
Toward that illce wofull chaunce. 
As it was fet in ordenaunce, 
Upon fortune her lot they caft, 
Till that Thefeus ate lafte, 
Which was the kinges fone there, 
Amonges other that there were. 
In thilke yere, as it befell. 
The lot upon his chaunce fell. 
He was a worthy knight withall. 
And whan he figh his chaunce fall. 
He ferde, as though he toke none hede. 
But all that ever he might fpede 
With him and with his felalhip 
Forth into Crete he goth by (hip, 
Where that the king Minos he fought 
And profreth all that he him ought 
Upon the point of her accorde. 
This fterne king, this cruel lorde 
Toke every day one of the nine 
And put him into the difcipline 
Of Minotaure to be devoured. 
But Thefeus was fo fevoured, 
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That he was kept till ate laft. 



And in the 



.vhile he call:. 



: meane ' 
What thing him were beft to do. 
And fell, that Adriagne tho, 
Which was the doughter of Minos, 
And hadde herd the worthy los 
Of Thefeus and of his might 
And figh he was a lufty knight, 
Her hole herte on him (he laide. 
And he alfo of love her praide 
So ferforth, that they were alone. 
And (he ordeineth than anone, 
In what maner {he fhuld him fave. 
And (hope fo, that fhe did him have 
A clue of threde, of which withinne 
Firft ate dore he Ihall beginne 
With him to take that one ende. 
That whan he wold ayeinward wende 
He mighte go the fame wey. 
And over this fo as I fay. 
Of pitch flie toke him a pelote, ' 

The which he (hulde into the throte 
Of Minotaure cafte right. 
Such wepon alfo for him (he dight. 
That he by refon may nought faile 
To make an ende of his bataile. 
For flie him taught in fondry wife, 
Till he was knowe of thilke emprife. 
How he this befte (hulde quelle. 
And thus ihort talc for to telle. 
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So as this maiden him had taught, 
Thefeus with this monfter faught 
And finote of his hede, the whiche he nam, 
And by the thred, fo as he cam. 
He goth ayein, til he were out. 
So was great wonder all about. 
Minos the tribute hath relefed. 
And fo was all the werre cefed 
Betwene Athenes and hem of Crete. 
But now to fpeke of thilke fwete, 
Whofe beaiite was withoute wan. 
This faire maiden Adriane, 
Whan that fhe figh Thefeus /ounde. 
Was never yet upon this groynde 
A gladder wight than fhe was tho. 
Thefeus dwelt a day or two, 
Where that Minos great chere him ded. 
Thefeus in a prive fted 
Hath with this maiden fpoke and rouned. 
That fhe to him was abandouned 
In al that ever that fhe couth. 
So that of thilke lufly youth 
AH prively betwene hem twey 
The firfte floure he toke awey. 
For he fo faire tho behight, 
That ever while he live might 
He fhuld her take for his wife 
And as his owne hertes life 
He wolde her love and trouthe here. 
And fhe, which mlghte nought forbere, 
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So fore loveth him ayein. 

That what as ever he wold fain 

With all her herte fhe beleveth. 

And thus his purpos he acheveth. 

So that alTured of his trouthe 

With him fhe went, and that was routhe. 

Fedra her yonge fufter eke, 

A lufty maide, a fobre, a meke. 

Fulfilled of all curtelie, 

For fufterhode and compaignie 

Of love, which was hem belwene. 

To fen her fufter made a quene 

Her fader lefte and forth fhe went 

With him, which all his firft entent 

Foryat within a litel throwe. 

So that it was all over throwe. 

Whan Ihe beft wend it fliulde ftonde. 

The fhip was blowe fro the londe, 

Wherinne that they failend were. 

This Adriagne had mochel fere. 

Of that the wind fo loude blewe. 

As fhe, which of the fee ne knewe. 

And praide for to refte a while. 

And fo fell, that upon an lie, 

Which Chio highte, they ben drive, 

Where he to her leve hath yive, 

That fhe fliall lond and take her reft. 

But that was nothing for her beft. 

For whan fiie was to londe brought. 

She, which that time thoughte nought J 
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But alle trouth and toke no kepe. 

Hath laid her fofte for to ilepe, 

As fhe, which longe hath ben forwacched. 

But certes flie was evil macched 

And fer from alle loves kinde- 

For more than the befte unkinde 

Thefeus, which no trouthe kept. 

While that this yonge lady flept, 

Fulfilled of all unkindcfhip 

Hath all foryeten the godefliip, 

Whiche Adriagne him hadde do. 

And bad unto the (hipmen tho 

Hale up the faile and nought abide. 

And forth he goth the fame tide 

Towarde Athenes, and her on londe 

He lefte, which lay nigh the ilroiide 

Slepend, til that fhe awoke. 

But whan that fhe caft up her lake 

Toward the llronde and figh no wight. 

Her herte was fo fore aflight, 

That fhe ne wifte what to thinke. 

But drough her to the water brinke. 

Where fhe beheld the fee at large. 

She figh no fhip, (he figh no barge 

Als ferforth as fhe mighte kenne. 

Ha lord, flie faide, which a fenne, 

As all the world fliall after here. 

Upon this wofull woman here 

This worthy knight hath done and wrought, 

I wend I had his love bought. 
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And (o deferved ate nede. 
Whan that he flood upon his drede, 
And eke the love he me behight. 
It is great wonder, how he might 
Towardes me now ben unkinde. 
And fo to let out of his minde 
Thing, which he faid his owne mouth. 
But after this, whan it is couth 
And drawe into the worldes fame, 
It (hall ben hindring of his name. 
For well he wote and fo wote I, 
He yafe his trouthe bodily. 
That he min honour fliulde kepe. 
And with that word flie gan to wepe 
And forweth more than inough. 
Her faire trefles flie to-drough 
And with her felf toke fuch a ftrife. 
That Hie betwene the deth and life 
Swounende lay full oft amonge. 
And all was this on him alonge. 
Which was to love unkinde fo, 
Wherof the wrong fhall evermo 
Stond in cronique of remembraunce. 
And eke it axeth a vengeaunce 
To ben unkinde in loves cas. 
So as Thefeus thanne was. 
All though he were a noble knight. 
For he the lawe of loves right 
Forfeited hath in alle way. 
That Adriagne he put away. 
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Which was a great unkindc dede. 
And after this, fo as I rede, 
Fedra, the which her fufter is. 
He toke In ftede of her, and this 
Fell afterward to mochel tene. 
For thilke vice, of whiche I mene, 
Unkindelhip where it falleth. 
The trouthe of mannes hert it pallelh. 
That he can no good dede acquite. 
So may he ilonde of no merite 
Towardes god and eke alfo 
Men clepen him the worldes fo. 
For he no more than the fende 
Unto none other man is frende. 
But all toward him felf alone. 

Forthy my fone, in thy perfone 
This vice above all other fie. 

My fader, as ye techen me, 
I thenke don in this matere. 
But over this now wold I here, 
Wherof I {hall me Ihrive more. 

My gode fone, as for thy lore. 
After the reule of covetife, 
I ihall the proprete devife 
Of every vice by and by. 
Now herken and be wel ware thcrby. 

Firiius ik elara res iallil luce raftina, 
Flaris et in vita virgini meila capif. 

In the lignage of avarice. 
My fone, yet there is a vice. 
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His righte name it is ravine. 
Which hath a route of his covine. 
'^! Ravine among the maifters dwelleth. 
And with his fervants as men telleth 
Extorcion is now witholde. 
Ravine of other mennes folde 
Maketh his larder and paieth nought. 
For where as ever it may be fought, 
In his hous there fliall no thing lacke. 
And that ful ofte abieth the packe 
Of pouer men, that dwelle aboute. 
Thus ftant the comune people in doubtc. 
Which can do none amendement. 
For whan him faileth paiement. 
Ravine maketh non other fkille, 
But taketh by ftrength al that he wille. 
So ben there in the fame wife 
Lovers, as I the Ihall devlfe, 
That whan nought elles may availe, 
Anone with flrengthe they affailc 
And get of love the feline. 
Whan they fe time by ravine. 

Forthy my fone, fhrive the here. 
If thou haft ben a ravinere 
Of love. Certes fader no. 
For I my lady love fo. 
For though I were as was Pompey, 
That all the world me wolde obey. 
Or elles fuch as Alifaundre, 
I wolde nought do fuche a fclaunder. 
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It is no good man, which fo doth. 

In gode feith, fonc, thou faift foth. 
For he tliat woll of purveance 
By fuch a wey his lull avance 
He fliall it after fore able. 
But if thefe olde enfamples lie. 

Now, gode fader, tell me one, 
So as ye connen many one, 
Touchend of love in this materc. 

Now lift, my fone, and thou ftialt here. 
So as it hath befall er this 
In loves caiife how that it is 
A man to take by ravine 
The preie, which is feminine. 

There was a roial noble kinge, 
A riche of alle worldes thinge, 
Which of his propre enheritauncc 
Athenes had in governaunce, 
And who fo thenke therupon. 
His name was king Pandion. 
Two doughters had he by his wife. 
The which he loved as his life. 
The firft doughter Pmgnehight, 
And the feconde, as ftie well might, 
Was cleped faire Philomene, 
To whom fell after mochel tene. 
The fader of his purveance 
His doughter Progne wolde avance. 
And yafe her unto mariage 
A worthy king of high lignage. 
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raptoris A noble knight eke of his honde. 
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Tereus, 
The clerke Ovide telleth thus. 
This Tereus his wife home lad, 
,A lufty life with her he had, 
/ Till it befell upon a tide, 
I This Progne, as Ihe lay him befide. 
Bethought her, how it mighte be, 
That Ihe her fufter mighte fe. 
And to her lorde her will Ihe faide 
With goodly wordes and him praide. 
That {he to her mighte go. 
And if it liked him nought fo. 
That than he wolde him felve wende 
Or elles by fome other fende. 
Which might her dere fufter grele 
And Ihape, how that they mighten mete. 
Her lorde anone to that he herde 
Yaf his accorde and thus anfwerdc : 
I woll, he faide, for thy fake. 
The wey after thy fuller take 
My felf and bring her, if I may. 
And fhe with that, there as ftie lay. 
Began him in her armes clippe 
And kift him with her fofte lippe 
And faide : Sire, grauiit mercy. 
And he fone after was redy 
And toke his leve for to go. 
In fory time did he fo. 
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This Tereus goth forth to Ihippe 

With him and his felaftiippe. 

By fea the righte cours he nam 

Unto the centre till he cam. 

Where Philomene was dweUing, 

And of her fufter the tiding 

He tolde, and tho they weren glad 

And mochel joie of him they made. 

The fader and the moder bothe 

To leve her doughter were lothe. 

But if they were in prefence. 

And netheles at reverence 

Of him that wolde him felf travaile. 

They wolde nought he (hulde faile. 

And that they praide yive her leve. 

And flie that wolde nought beleve 

In alle hafte made her yare 

Toward her fufter for to fare 

With Tereus, and forth fhe went. 

And he with al his hole entcnt. 

Whan ihe was fro her frendes go, 

Aflbteth of her love fo. 

That his eye might he nought witholde, 

That he ne muft on her beholde. 

And with the fight he gan defire 

And fet his owne hert a fire. 

And fire, whan it to tow approcheth, 

To him anon the ftrength accrocheth, 

Till with his hete it be devoured. 

The tow ne may nought be foccoured. 
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And fo the tirann raviner. 

Whan that fhe was in his power. 

And he therto figh time and place. 

As he, that loft hath all his grace, 

Foryate, he was a wedded man. 

And in a rage on her he ran 

Right as a wolf, that taketh his prayS 

And ihe began to crie and pray : 

O fader, o moder dcre. 

Now help, but they ne might it here," 

And fhe was of to lilel might 

Defence ayein fo rude a knight 

To make, whan he was fo wode. 

That he no refon underftode. 

But helde her under in fuch wife. 

That (he ne mighte nought arife. 

But lay opprelTed and difefed. 

As if a gofhawk hadde feifcd 

A brid, which durfle nought for fereJ 

Remue. And thus this tirant there 

Beraft her fuch thing, as men fain. 

May never more be yolde ayein. 

And that was the virginite. 

Of fuch ravme it was pile. 

But whan Ihe to her felve come 

And of her mifchefe hcde nome 

And knewe, how that Ihe was no maidc. 

With wofuU herte thus flie faide : 

O thou of alle men the worft. 

Where was there ever man that dorft: 
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Do fuch a dede, as thou haft do ? 

That day fhalLialle, I hope fo. 

That I (halK telt'out all my fille 

And with my fpeche I ihall fulfille Q^'^'^^^^^^^'^ 

The wide worlde in brede and length. 

That thou haft do to me by ftrength, 

If I among the people dwelle. 

Unto the people I ftiall it telle. 

And if I be withlnne wall 

Of ftones clofed, than I ftiall 

Unto the ftones clepe and crie, 

And tellen hem thy felonle. 

And if I to the wodes wende. 

There fliall I telle tale and ende, 

And crie it to the briddes out. 

That they ftiall here it all about. 

For I fo loude it ftiall reherce. 

That my vois fliall the heven perce. 

That it fliall foune in goddes ere. 

Ha falfe man, where is thy fere ? 

O more cruel than any befte. 

How haft thou holden thy beheft. 

Which thou unto my fufter madeft ? 

O thou, which alle love ungladeft 

And art enfample of all untrewe, 

Now wolde god my fufter knewe 

Of thin untrouthe, how that it ftood. 

And he than as a leon wode 

With his unhappy hondes ftrong 

He caught her by the trefles long, 
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With whiche he bonde both her armes* 
That wiis a feble dede of armes. 
And to the groujide anone her caft. 
And out ha clippethiallb faft 
Her (uiij;e^with a paire of fliercs. 
So what with blode, and what with teres ] 
Out of her eyeti and of her mouth 
He made her faire face uncouth, 
. She lay fwounend unto the dethe. 
There was unnethes any brethe. 
BiHyet whan he her tun ge refte , 
Ailltel part therof he lefte. 
But the withall no word may foune ] 
But jhitre and as a brid jargounc 
And netheles that wode hounde 
Her body hent up fro the grounde 'I 
And fent her there, as by his will 
She fiiulde abide in prifon ftill 
For ever mo. But now take hede, | 
What after fell of this mifdede. 
Whan all this mifchefe was befalle. 
This Tereus, that foule him falle, 
Unto his contre home he tigh. 
And whan he cam his paleis nigh. 
His wife alredy there him kept. 
Whan he her figh, anon he wept, 
And that he dide for decelpt, 
For fhe began to axe him ftreit : 
Where is my fufter ? And he faide. 
That (he was dede, and Progne abraide. 
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As (he, that was a wofiill wife, 

And flood betwene her deth and life, 

Becaufe (he herde fuch tiding. 

But for fhe figh her lord weping, 

She wende nought but alle trouth 

And hadde wel the more routh. 

The perles were tho forfake 

To her and blacke clothes take. 

As (he that was gentil and kinde. 

In worfhip of her fufters minde 

She made a riche enterement, 

For (he found none amendement 

To fighen or to fobbe more, 

So was there guile under the gore. 

Now leve we this king and quene. 

And torne ayein to Philomene. 

As I began to tellen erft, 

Whan (he cam into prifon ferft. 

It thought a kinges doughter ftraunge 

To make fo fodein a chaunge 

Fro welth unto fo great a wo. 

And {he began to thenke tho. 

Though (he b^ mouUie nothing praide, 

Within her herte thus fhe faide : 

O thou, almighty Jupiter, 
That highe litteft and lokeft fer, 
Thou fufFreft many a wrong doing. 
And yet it is nought thy willing. 
To the there may nothing ben hid. 
Thou woft, how it is me betid. 
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I wolde I hadde nought be bore. 

For than I hadde nought farlore 

My fpeche^ nd my virginite. 

But igode lord, all is in the, 

Whan thou therof wolt do vengeaunce 

And fliape my deliveraunce. 

And ever among this lady wepte 

And thought that fhe never kepte 

To be a worldes woman more, 

And that (he wisftieth evermore. 

But ofte unto her Aider dere 

Her herte fpeketh in this manere 

And faide : Ha fiifter, if ye knewe 

Of min eftate, ye wolde rewe, 

I trowe, and my deliveraunce 

Ye wolde fhape and do vengeaunce j 

On him, that is fo fals a man. 

And netheles, fo as I can, 

I wol! you fend fome tokening, 

Wherof ye fliall have knouleclimg 

Of thing I wot that (hall you loth, 

The which you toucheth and me both. 

And tho within a while als tlte 

She wafe a cloth of filke all white 

With letters and ymagery. 

In which was all the felony^ 

Which Tereus to her hath do. 

And lapped it to-gider tho 

And fet her fignet therupon 

And fent it unto Progne anon. 
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The meflager, which forth it bare. 
What it amounteth is nought ware, 
And netheles to Progne he goth 
And prively taketh her the cloth 
And went ayein right as he cam. 
The court of him none hede name. 

Whan Progne of Philomene herde. 
She wolde knowe how that It ferde 
And openeth that the man hath brought 
And wot therby, what hath be wrought 
And what mifchefe there is befalle. 
In fwoune tho fhe gan down falle 
And efte arofe and gan to ftonde 
And eft die taketh the clothe on honde. 
Beheld the letters and thymages, 
But ate laft of fuche oultrages 
She faid : Weping is nought the bote. 
And fwerelh, if that fhe live mote. 
It (hall be venged other wife. 
And with that flie gan her avife, 
How firft flie might unto her winne 
Her fufter, that no man withinne 
But only they, that were fworej 
It (hulde knowe, and fliope therfore. 
That Tereus nothing it wift. 
And yet right as her felven lift, 
Her fufter was delivered fone 
Out of prifon, and by the mone 
To Progne Ihe was brought by night. 
Whan eche of other had a fight 
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In chambre there they were alone, 
They maden many a pitous mone. 
But Progne moil of forwe made. 
Which figh her fufter pale and fade 
And fpecheles and deihonoured 
Of that fhe hadde be defloured, 
And eke upon her lord fhe thought 
Of that he fo untruely wrought 
And had his efpoufaile broke, 
She maketh a vow it ihall be wroke. 
And with that word fhe kneleth downJ 
Weping in great devoclon, 
Unto Cupide and to Venus 
She praid and faide thanne thus : 

ye, to whom no thing afterte 
Of love may, for every herte 
Ye knowe, as ye that ben above 
The god and the goddefle of love, 
Ye witen well, that ever yit 
With al min herte and all my wit 
Sith firft ye fhopen me to wedde. 
That I lay with my lord a-bedde, 

1 have ben trewe in my degre 
And ever thoughte for to be 
And never love in other place. 
But all only the king of Trace, 
Whiche is my lord and I his wife. 
But now alas this wofuU ftrife. 
That I him thus ayelnward finde 
The mod untrewe and moft unkinde. 
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That ever in ladies armes lay. 
And wel I wot that he ne may 
Amend his wronge, it is fo great. 
For he to litel of me lete. 
Whan he min owne fufter toke 
And me that am his wife forfoke. 
Lo, thus to Venus and Cupidc 
She praid, and furthermore fhe cride 
Unto Apo!lo the higheft 
And faid : O mighty god of reft, 
Thou do vengeaunce of this debate, 
My fufter and all her eftate 
Thou woft, and how (he hath forlore 
Her maidenhede, and I therfore 
In all the world (hall here a blame 
Of that my fufter hath a (hame. 
That Tereus to her I fent. 
And well thou woft, that min entent 
Was all for worfliip and for good. 
O lord, that yiveft the lives food 
To every wight, I pray the here 
Thefe wofuU fufters, that ben here, 
And let us nought to the ben loth, 
We ben thin owne women both. 
Thus pleigneth Progne and axeth wreche. 
And though her fufter lacke fpeche. 
To him, that alle thinges wote 
Her forwe is nought the lafle hote. 
But he, that thanne herd hem two. 
Him ought have forwed evermo 
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For forwe, which was hem betwene. 
Witl^^fignes^leigneth PhJlomene, 
And Progne faith : It (hal be wrclc 
That all the world therof fhall fpeke 
And Progne" tho fikeneflFFeigneHT 
Wherof unto her lord Ihe pleigned 
And preith, fhe mote her chambre kepe 
And as her liketh wake and fiepe. 
And he her graunteth to be To. 
And thus to-gider ben they two. 
That wold him but a litel good. 
Now herke hereafter, how it ftood 
Of wofull auntres that befelle. 
Thefe fufters, that ben bothe felle. 
And that was nought on hem alonge 
But only on the greate wronge, 
Which Tereus hem hadde do, 
They fhopen for to venge hem tho. 
This Tereus by Progne his wife 
A fone hath, which as his life 
He loveth, and Ithis he hight. 
His moder wifte well (he might 
Do Tereus no more greve 
Than flee his child, which was fo levc. 
Thus fhe that was as who faith mad 
Of wo, which hath her overlad. 
Without infight of moderhede 
Foryat pite and lofte drede 
And in her chambre prively 
This childe without noife or cry 
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She flough and hewe him all to pieces. 
And after with diverfe fpieces 
The flesfh, whan it was lb to-hewe. 
She taketh and maketh therof a fewe. 
With which the fader at his mete 
Was ferved, till he had him ete. 
That he ne wift, how that it flood. 
But thus his owne fleslh and blood 
Him felf devoureth ayeine kinde. 
As he that was to-fore unkinde. 
And than er that he were arife. 
For that he ihulde bene agrife 
To fhewen him the child was dede. 
This Philomene toke the hede 
Betwene two disthes, and all wrothe 
Tho camen forth the fufters boche 
And fetten it upon the bord. 
And Progne than began the word 
And faide : O werft of alle wicke. 
Of confcience whom no pricke 
May ftere, lo, what thou haft do, 
Lo, here ben now we fufters two. 
O raviner, lo here thy prey. 
With whom fo falflich on the wey 
Thou haft thy tirannie wrought, 
Lo, now it is fomedele abought 
And bet it ftiall, for of thy dede 
The world ftiall ever fing and rede 
In remembraunce of thy defame, 
For thou to love haft done fuch flianie, 
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That it fhall never be foryete. 

With that he flerte up fro the mete 

And (hove the bord into the flore 

And caught a I'werd anone and fwore. 

That they fhulde of his hoiides deie. 

And they unto the goddes crie 

Begunne with fo loude a fteven. 

That they were herde unto heven. 

And in the twinkeling of an eye 

The goddes, that the mifchefe figh. 

Her formes chaunged alle thre, 

Echone of hem in his degre 

Was torned into a briddes kinde 

Diverfelich as men may findc. 

After theftate that they were inne 

Her formes were fet a twinne, 

And as it telleth in the tale 

The firft into a nightIhgaTe 

Was fhape, and that was ThilomencN 

Which in the winter is nought fene. 

For thanne ben the leves falle 

And naked ben the busfhes alle. 

For after that flie was a brid 

Her will was ever to ben hid 

And for to dwelle in prive place. 

That no man lliulde fen her face" 

For fhame, which may nought ben lafled 

Of thing that was to-fore pafled. 

Whan that fhe loft her maldenhede. 

For ever upon her womanhede, 
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Though that the goddes wold her chaunge, 

She thenketh, and is the more ftraunge 

And halt her clos the winter day. 

But whan the winter goth away 

And that nature the goddeffe 

Woll of her owne frc largefle 

With herbes and with floures both 

The feldes and the medewes cloth. 

And eke the wodes and the grevcs 

Ben heled all with grene leves. 

So that a brid her hide may 

Betwene March, Aprille and May, 

She that the winter held her clos 

For pure fliame and nought aros. 

Whan that fhe figh the bowes thicke 

And that there is no bare flicke 

But all is hid with leves grene, 

To wode Cometh this Philomene 

And maketh her firfl yeres flight. 

Where as Ihe fingeth day and night, 

And in her fong all openly 

She maketh her pleint and faith ; O why, 

O why ne were I yet a maide ? 

For fo thefe olde wife faide, 

Which underftoden what the ment. 

Her notes ben of fuche entent. 

And eke they faid, how in her fonge 

She maketh greatjoy and merth amonge 

And faith : Ha, now I am a brid. 

Ha, now my face may ben hid. 
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Though I have loft my maidenhede. 

Shall no man fc my chekes rede. 

Thus medleth flie with joie wo 

And with her forwe merth alfo. 

So that of loves maladie 

She maketh divers melodie 

And faith : Love is a wofull bliffe, 

A wifdom, which can no man wifle, 

A lufty fever, a wounde fofte. 

This note llie reherfeth ofte 

To hem, which underftonde her tale. 

Now have I of this nightingale. 
Which erft was cleped Philoinene, 
Told all that ever wolde mene, 
Both of her forme and of her note, 
Wherof men may the ftory note. 
And of her fufteri'Progne)! finde, 
How fhc was torned'out of kinde 
Into a fwalwe fwift of wing. 
Which eke in winter Uth fwouning 
There as ihe may no thing be fene, 
But whan the world is woxe grene 
And comen is the fomer tide. 
Than fleeth fhe forth and ginneih to chide 
And chitereth, out in her langage. 
What falihede is in manage, 
And telleth in a maner fpeche 'X^ 
Of Tereus the fpoufe breche. 
She wol nought in the wodes dwelle. 
For fhe wold openliche telle, i 
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And eke for that flie was a fpoufe 
Among the folk fhe cometh to houfe 
■ To do thefe wives underftonde 
,The falfhode of her hufbonde, 
That they of hem beware alfo. 
For there be many untrewe of tho. 
Thus ben the fufters briddes both 
And ben_toward the men^fo loth. 
That they ne woll for pure fliame 
Unto no mannes hond be tame. 
For ever it dwelleth in her minde 
Of that they found a man u nkinde. 
And that was falfe Tereus. 
If fuche one be amonge us, 
I not, but his condition 
Men fay in every region 
Withinne town and eke without 
Now regneth comunlich about. 
And nctheles in remembraunce 
I woll declare, what vengeaunce 
The goddes hadden him ordeigned, 
Of that the fufters hadden pleigned. 
For anone after he was chaunged 
And from his owne kinde ftraunged, 
A lappewinke made he was 
And thus he hoppeth on the gras, 
And on his heed there (lout upright 
A creft in token of a knight. 
And yet unto this day, men faith, 
A lappewinke hath loft his feith 
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And is the bnd falleft of alle. 

Beware, my fone, er the fo falle. 
For if thou be of fuch covine 
To get of love by ravine 
Thy luft, it may the falle thus. 
As it befell of Tereus. 

My fader, goddes forbode. 
Me were lever be fortrode 
With wilde hors and be to-drawe, 
Er I ayein love and his lawe 
Did any thing or loude or ftill. 
Which were nought my ladies will. 
Men faien, that every love hath drede. 
So folweth it, that I her drede, 
For I her love, and who fo dredeth 
To plefe his love and ferve him nedeth. 
Thus may ye knowen by this fkill. 
That no ravine done I will 
Ayein her will by fuch a wey. 
But while I live, I will obey 
Abiding on her courtefie, 
If any mercy wolde her plie. 

Forthy my fader, as of this 
I wot nought I have do amis. 
But furthermore I you befeche. 
Some other point that ye me teche. 
And axeth forth if there be ought. 
That I may be the better taught. 

Vivat ut ex fpoliii grandi quam fcpe tumultu, 
^M gradilur papulus, latro perurget iter. 
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Sic amor ex cafu pattril quo carpere prtdaniy 
Si locus eft aptusy cetera nulla timet. 

Whan covetiie in pouer eftate 
Stont with him felf upon debate 
Through lacke of his mifgovernaunce, 
That he unto his fuftenaunce 
Ne can non other waie finde 
To get him good, than as the blinde. 
Which feeth nought what flial after fall. 
That ilke vice, which men call 
Of robbery, he taketh on honde, 
Wherof by water and by londe 
Of thing, which other men befwinke 
He get him cloth and mete and drinke. 
Him reccheth nought, what he beginne 
Through thefte, fo that he may winne. 
Forthy to maken his purchas 
He lith awaitend on the pas, 
And what thing that he feeth ther pafle 
He taketh his parte or more or lalTe, 
If it be worthy to be take 
He can the packes well ranfake. 
So prively bereth none about 
His gold, that he ne fint it out, 
Or other juell what it be 
He taketh it as his proprete 
In wodes and in feldes eke. 
Thus robberie goth to feke. 
Where as he may his purchas iinde. 
And right fo in the fame kinde 
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My gode lone, as thou might here. 

To fpeke of love in the matere 

And make a verray refemblance 

Right as a thefe maketh his chevefance 

And robbeth mermes goodes about 

In wode and felde, where he goth out. 

So be there of thefe lovers fome 

In wilde (ledes where they come 

And finden there a woman able 

And therto place covenable, 

Withoute leve er that they fare 

They take a parte of that chaifare. 

Ye, though fhe were a fhepherdefie 

Yet woU the lorde of wantonnefle 

Aflay, all though fhe be unmete. 

For other mennes good is fwete. 

But therof wot nothing the wife 

At home, which loveth as her life 

Her lord and fit all day wislhing 

After her lordes home coming. 

But whan he cometh home at eve, 

Anone he maketh his wife beleve. 

For (he nought elles fhulde knowe 

He telleth her, how his hunt hath blowe, 

And howe his houndes have well ronne. 

And how there flione a mery fonne. 

And how his hawkes flowen wele. 

But he wol telle her never a dele. 

How he to love uiitrewe was 

Of that he robbed in the pas 
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And toke his luft under the fliawe 
Ayein love and ayein his lawe. 

Which thing, my fone, I the forbede. 
For it is an ungoodly dede. 
For who that taketh by robberie 
His love, he may nought juftifie 
His caufe, and Co ful ofte fithe 
For ones that he hath ben blithe 
He (hall ben after fory thries. 
Enfamples for fuch robberies 
I finde write as thou flialt here 
Accordend unto this matere. 

I rede, how whilom was a maide 
The faireft, as Ovide faide, 
Which was in her time tho. 
And fhe was of the chambre alfo 
Of Pallas, which is the goddefle 
And wife to Marte, of whom prowefle 
Is yove to thefe worthy knightcs. 
For he is of fo greate mightes, 
That he governeth the bataile, 
Withouten him may nought availe 
The ftronge bond, but he it helpe. 
There may no knight of armes yelpe. 
But he fight under his banere. 
But now to fpeke of my matere 
This faire, fresfhe, lufty may 
Alone as fhe went on a day 
Upon the ftronde for to play. 
There came Neptunus in the way, 
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Which hath the fee in governaunce. 
And in his herte fuch plefaunce 
He toke, whan he this maiden figh. 
That all his hert aros on high. 
For he fo fodeinlich unware 
Beheld the beaute, that Ihe bare, 
And cart anone within his hert. 
That flie him (hall no way aftert. 
But if he take in avauntage 
Fro thiike maide fome pilage. 
Nought of the broches ne the rlnges. 
But of feme ether fmale thinges 
He thoughte parte, er that he went, 
And her in bothe his armes hent 
And put his bond toward the cofre, 
Wherefor to robbe he made a profre 
That lufty trefor for to ftele. 
Which pafleth other goodes fele 
And cleped is the maidenheed, 
Which is the flour of womanheed. 
This maiden which Comix by name 
Was bote, dredend alle ihame. 
Sigh, that fbe mighte nought debate, 
And well Ihe wift, he wolde algate 
Fulfill his lufl: of robberie, 
Anone began to wepe and crie 
And faid : O Pallas noble quene. 
Shew now thy might and let be fene 
To kepe and fave min honour. 
Help, that I lefe nought my flour. 
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Which now under thy key is loke. 

That word was nought fo lone fpoke. 

Whan Pallas fhope recoverir 

After the will and the defire 

Of her, which a maiden was. 

And fodeinlich upon this cas 

Out of her womanifhe kinde 

Into a briddes like I finde 

She was transformed forth withall. 

So that Neptunus nothing ftal 

Of fuch thing that he wolde have ftcle. 

With fethers blacke as any cole 

Out of his armes in a throwe 

She fleigh before his eyen a crowe, 

Which was to her a more delite 

To kepe her maidenhede white 

Under the wede of fethers blacke, 

In perles white than forfake 

That no life may reftore ayein. 

But thus Neptune his hert in vein 

Hath upon robberie fet. 

The brid is flowe, and he was let, 

The faire maid him hath efcaped, 

Wherof for ever he was bejaped 

And fcorned of that he hath lore. 

My fone, be thou ware therfore, 1 

That thou no maidenhede ftele, 
Wherof men fee difefes fele. 
So as I fliall the yet devife 
Another tale therupon, 
Which fell by olde daies gone. 
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genuit, unde Juno in 
Calilionam Tevien; 
eius pulcritudinem in 
nrle turpi Him : defor- 
mitatem fubito (ranf- 
figuravit. 
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King Lichaon upon his wife 
A doughter had, a goodly life 
And clene maide of worthy fame, 
Califtona whofe righte name 
Was cleped, and of many a lorde 
She was befought, but her accorde 
To love mighte no man winne. 
As fhe, whiche hath no luft therinne. 
But fwore within her hert and faide, 
That Ihe woll ever ben a maide. 
Wherfore to kepe her felfe in pees 
With fuche, as Amadriades 
Were cleped wodemaidens tho, ■ 
And with the nimphes eke alfo 
Upon the fpring of fresfhe welles 
She fhope to dwelle and no where elles. 
And thus came this Califtona 
Into the wode of Tegea, 
Where (he virginite behight 
Unto Diane, and therto plight 
Her trouth upon the bowes grene 
To kepe her maidenhede clene. 
Which afterward upon a day 
Was priveliche ftole away. 
For Jupiter through his queintife 
From her it toke in fuche a wife. 
That fodeinliche forth wlthall 
Her wombe arofe and fhe to-fwall. 
So that it mighte nought be hid. 
And therupon it is betid. 
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Diane, whiche it herde tell. 
In prive place unto a welle 
With nimphes al a compaigny 
Was come and in a ragery 
She faide, that (he bathe wolde. 
And bad that every maiden fholde 
With her all naked bath alfo. 
And tho began the prive wo, 
Califtona wax red for fhame. 
But they that knewe nought the game. 
To whom no fuch thing was befalle, 
Anone they made hem naked alle. 
As they nothinge wolden hide. 
But fhe withdrewe her ever afide 
And netheles into the flood, 
Where that Diane her felve flood. 
She thought to come unapperceived. 
But therof fhe was all deceived. 
For whan (he came a litel nigh. 
And that Diane her wombe figh. 
She faid : Away, thou foule befte. 
For thin eftate is nought honeft 
This chafle water for to touche, 
For thou haft take fuche a couche. 
Which never may ben hole ayein. 
And thus goth Ihe, which was forlein. 
With fhame, and the nimphes fledde, 
Till whanne that nature her fpedde. 
That of a fone, which Archas 
Was named, £he delivered was. 
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And tho Juno, which was the wife 
Of Jupiter, wrothe and haftife 
In purpofe for to do vengeaiince. 
Came forth upon this like chaunce. 
And to Cahflona flie fpake 
And fet upon her many a lacke 
And faid : Ha, now thou art atake, 
That thou thy werk might nought forfake. 
Ha, thou ungoodly ypocrite. 
How thou art greatly for to wite. 
But now thou flialt full fore able 
That ilke ftelthe of micherie. 
Which thou haft bothe take and do, 
Wherof thy fader Lichao 
Shall nought be glad, whan he it wote. 
Of that his doughter was fo hote. 
That (he hath broken her chafte vow. 
But I the fhall chaftife now. 
Thy grete beaute fliall be torned. 
Through which that thou haft be miftorned. 
Thy large front, thy eyen gray 
I fliall hem chaunge in other way. 
And all the feture of thy face 
In fuch a wife I fhall deface. 
That every man the fliall forbere. 
With that the likenelfe of a here 
She toke and was forfliape anone. 
Within a time and therupon 
Befell, that with a bow in honde 
To hunte and game for to fonde 
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Into that wode goth to play 
Her fone Archas, and in his way 
It hapneth that this here came. 
And whan that he good hede name. 
Where that he flood under the bough. 
She knewe him well and to him drough. 
For though (he had her forme lore. 
The love was nought loft therfore, 
Which kinde hath fet under his lawe. 
Whan llie under the wode (hawe 
Her child beheld, (lie was Co glad. 
That (he with both her armes fprad. 
As though (lie were in womanhede 
Toward him come, and toke none hede 
Of that he bare a bow bent. 
And he with that an arwe hath hent 
And gan to teife it in his bowe. 
As he, that can none other knowe. 
But that it was a befte wilde. 
But Jupiter, which wolde (hilde 
The moder and the fone alfo, 
Ordeineth for hem bothe two. 
That they for ever were fave. 

But thus, my fone, thou might have 
Enfample, how that it is to flee 
To robbe the virginite 
Of a yonge innocent awey. 
And over this by other wey 
In olde bokes as I rede. 
Such robberie is for to drede. 
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And namelich of thilke good, 

Whiche every woman that is good 

Defireth for to kepe and holde. 

As whilom was by daies olde. 

For if thou here my tale wele 

Of that was t'ho, thou might fomdelpa 

Of olde enfamples taken hede, 

How that the floure of maidenhede 

Was thilke time holde in pris. 

And fo it was, and fo it is, 

And fo it Ihall for ever ftonde, i 

And for thou ftialt it underftonde, 

Now herken a tale next fuend. 

How maidenhede is to commend. 

"o. Ut rofa de fptnis fpineto prevaUt aria, 
Et tiliijtorei ctfpitt plum vaUnt, 
Sicfibi virginltas carmi fponfalia vincit, 
Ettrnos fetus que fine iabe paril. 

Hie loquitur dc Of Rome among the geftes olde 
mcndadonc, ^i I find, how that Valery tolde, 
implmores ""''ob That what man tho was emperour 
rL'rJS Of Rome, he fholde done honour 
cedtbant in via. -Jq (jje virgin and in the wey. 

Where he her mete, he ihulde obey 
In worfhip of virgjnite. 
Which tho was a great dignite, 
Nought onlich of the women tho. 
But of the chafte men alfo 
It was commended over all. 
And for to fpcke in fpeciall 
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Touchend of men enfample I finde. 

Phirinus, which was of manncs kinde 
Above all other the faireft 
Of Rome and eke the comeliefl:. 
That well was her, which him might 
Beholde and have of him a fight. 
Thus was he tempted ofte fore, 
But for he wolde be no more 
Among the women fo coveited. 
The beaute of his face ftreited 
He hath, and thruft out both his eyen, 
That alle women, whiche it fein 
Than afterwarde of him ne rought. 
And thus his maidenhede he bought. 

So may I prove wel forthy 
Above all other under the iky, 
Who that the vertues wolde peife, 
Virginite is for to preife, 
Which, as thapocalips recordeth. 
To Crifte in heven heft accordeth. 
So may it fhewe well therfore. 
As I have tolde it here to-fore, 
In heven and eke in erth alfo 
It is accept to bothe two, 
[Out of his flesfhe a man to live* 
Gregoire hath this enfample yive 
And faith : It (hall rather be told 
Lich to an aungel manyfold 

* The verfes included in brackets occur only in MS. 
StaHard, and In the printed editions. 



Hie loquitur, ijiia- 
l\ter Phirinus, ju- 
vcnum Rome pul- 
rherrimus, ut lUe- 
fam fuam virgini- 
tatem confervaret, 
am bos orulos em- 
ens vultui fui dc- 
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Than to the Hfe of mannes kinde. 

There is no refon for to finde, 

But only through the grace above. 

In flesflie without fleslhly love 

A man to live chafte here. 

And netheles a man may here 

Of fuche, that have ben er this. 

And yet there ben, but for it is 

A vertue, which is felde wonne. 

Now I this matter have begonne 

I thenke tellen over more, 

Which is, my fone, for thy lore. 

If that the lift to taken hede 

To trete upon the maidenhede. 

The boke faith that a mannes life 

Upon knighthode in werre and ftrifc 

Is fet among his enemies. 

The freile flesih, whofe nature is 

Ay redy for to fporne and fall. 

The firfte foman is of all. 

For thilke werre is redy ay. 

It werreth night, it werrelh day. 

So that a man hath never reft. 

Forthy is thilke knight the beft 

Through might and grace of goddefs fonde. 

Which that bataile may withftonde, 

Wherof yet dwelleth the memoire 

Of hem, that whilome the vidtoire 

Of thilke dedly werre hadden. 

The high prowefle, which they ladden. 
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^H 


Wherof the foule flood amended 


^^^^H 


Upon this erth yet is commended. 


^^^ 


An emperour by olde daies 


Hie loquitur, qua- ^^^H 


There was, and he at all aflaies 


liter Vaicntinianus V 
itnpcmtor.ciiin ipfe I 


A worthy knight was of his honde. 


oaoeenariusplurca ■ 
provincias Roma- ■ 


There was none fuch in all the londe, 


no impcrio belliger 1 
fubjugaffet, dait 


But yet for all his vaflellage 




He ftood unwedded all his age, 


quod contra fue 


And in cronique as it is tolde 


^iam viao^^am 


He was an hundred winter olde.] 


optinuiflet, nam et 
ipfevirgo omnibus 
diebus vice Cat 
caftiflimutpennan- 


And if I fliall more over this 


Declare what this vertue is, 


I 


I finde write upon this thing 




Of Valentinian the king 


^^H 


And emperour be thilke daies. 


^^H 


A worthy knight at alle aflaies. 


^^1 


How he withoute mariage 


^^1 


Was of an hundred winter age 


^^H 


And hadde ben a worthy knight 


^^H 


Both of his lawe and of his might. 


^^H 


But whan men wolde his dedes pelfe 


^^^M 


And of his knighthode of armes preife. 


^^^^^M 


Of that he dide with his hondes. 


H^^^H 


Whan he the kinges and the londes 


^^^^^1 


To his fubjedion put under, 


^^H 


Of all that prife hath he no wonder. 


^^H 


For he it fet of none accompte 


^^1 


And faid, all that may nought amounte 


^^H 


Ayein a point, whiche he hath nomc. 


^^H 


That he his flesfli hath overcotne. 


J 
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He was a virgine, as he faid, 
On that bataile his pris he laid. 

Lo now, my fone, avlfe the. 

Ye, fader, all this may well be. 
But if all other dide fo. 
The world of men were fone ago. 
And in the lawe a man may finde. 
How god to man by wey of kinde 
Hath fet the world to multiply. 
And who that woU him juftify. 
It is inough to do the lawe. 
And netheles your gode fawe 
Is good to Icepe, who fo may, 
I wol] nought there ayein fay nay. 

My fone, take it as I fay, 
If maidenhed be take away 
Withoute lawes ordenaunce, 
It may nought failen of vengeaunce. 

And if thou wolt the fothe wite. 
Behold a tale, which is write. 
How that the king Agamenon, 
Whan he the citee of Lefbon 
Hath won, a maiden there he fonde, 
Which was the faireft of the londe 
In thilke time, that men wift. 
He toke of her what him lift 
Of thing which was moft precious, 
Wherof that flie was daungerous. 
This faire maiden cleped is 
Crifeid, the doughter of Crifis, 
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Which was that time fpeciall 

Of thilke temple principal!. 

Where Phebus had his facrifice. 

So was it well the more vice. 

Agamenon was than in way 

To Troie ward and toke awey 

This maiden, whiche he with him lad. 

So greate luft in her he had. 

But Phebus, which hath great difd^in 
Of that his maiden was forlein, 
Anone as he to Troie came, 
Vengeaunce upon this dede he name 
And lend a comune peftilence. 
They foughten than her evidence 
And maden calculacion. 
To knowe in what condicion 
This deth cam in fo fodeinly. 
And ate lafte redely 

The caufe and eke the man they founde. 
And forth with al the fame ftounde 
Agamenon oppofed was, 
Whiche hath beknowen all the cas 
Of the folic, which he wrought. 
And therupon mercy they fought 
Toward the god in fondry wife 
With praier and with facrifice. 
The maiden home ayein they fende 
And yaf her good inough to fpende. 
For ever whiles (lie fhulde live. 
And thus the fmne was foryive 
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And all the peftilence cefed. 

onfefibr. Lo, what it Is to ben encrefed 
Of love, whiche Is evil wonne. 
It were better nought begonne 
Than take a thing withoute leve, 
Which thou muft after nedes leve, 
And yet have malgre forth with all. 
Forthy to robben over all 
In loves caufe if thou beginne, 
I not what efe thou ihalt winne.J 
My fone, be well ware of this, 
For thus of robbery it is. 

Amaru, My fader, your enfamplarie 
In loves caufe of robberie 
I have it right well underftondeJ 
But over this how fo it ftonde. 
Yet wol I wite of your apprife. 
What thing is more of covctife.^ 

11. Infidiandi laUns tempui rimatur et . 

Fur^ quihus occulta tempore fitrta parat. 

Sic amor inJidUi vacat^ ut fub tegmine ludsi 

Prendere Jurtivo! noSft faventt qutat. 

Hic traflat fuper With covetifc yet I findc 
cie.'^que 'fe^tSra A fcfvaunt of the fame kinde, 
nTcuiurnJi.'a Which ftelth is bote and micherie 
cuftode rerum nef- ^jth him is ever in compaienie. 

cicnte ea,quicupii, i o 

tamperdlemquam Of whom if I fhall telle foth 
per noflcm abfque .t n it i 111 

ftwpihi riancuio He italketh as a pecock doth 

And taketh his preie fo coverte. 
That no man wote it in aperte. 
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For whan he wot the lord from home. 

Than woll he ftalke about and come. 

And what thing he fint in his wey, 

Whan that he feeth the men awey. 

He fteleth it and goth forth withail. 

That therof no man knowe fhall. 

And eke full ofte he goth anight 

Withoute mone or fterre light 

And with his craft the dore unpiketh 

And taketh therinne what him liketh. 

And if the dore be fo ftiet, 

That he be of his entre let, 

He woll in ate window crepe, 

And while the lord is faft aflepe. 

He fteleth what thing him beft lift. 

And goth his wey er it be wift. 

Full ofte alfo by light of day 

Yet woll he ftele and make aflay, 

Under the cote his honde he put. 

Till he the mannes purs have kut 

And rifleth that he fint therinne. 

And thus he auntreth him to winne 

And bereth an horn and nought ne bloweth, 

For no man of his counfeil knoweth, 

What he may get of his miching, 

It is all bile under the wing. 

And as an hound that goth to folde 

And hath there take what he wolde 

His mouth upon the gras he wipeth, 

And fo with feigned chere him fltpeth. 
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That what as ever of fhepe he firangle. 
There is no man therof Ihall jangle. 
And for to knowen who it dede. 
Right fo doth ftelthe in every ftede. 
Where as him lift his preie take. 
He can fo well his caufe make 
And fo well feigne and fo well glofe. 
That there ne ihall no man fuppofe. 
But that he were an innocent. 
And thus a mannes eye he blent. 
So that this crafte I may remeve 
Withouten helpe of any meve. 
There be lovers of that degre. 
Which all her luft in privete 
As who faith gettcn all by ftelth 
And ofte atteignen to great welth 
And for the time that it lafteth. 
For love awaiteth ever and cafteth. 
How he may ftele and cacche his pray. 
Whan he therto may tinde a way. 
For be it night, or be it day 
He taketh his part, whan that he may. 
And if he may no more do, 
Yet woll he ftele a cufs or two. 

My fone, what faift thou therto. 
Telle, if thou diddeft ever fo. 
My fader, how ? My fone, thus. 
If thou haft ftole any cufs 
Or other thing, which therto longeth. 
For no man fuchc theves hongeth. 
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Tell on forthy and fay the trouth. 

My fader, nay, and that is routh. 
For by my will, I am a thefe. 
But the, that is to me moft lefe. 
Yet durft I never in privete 
Nought ones take her by the kne 
To ftele of her or this or that. 
And if I durft I wot well what. 
And netheles but if I lie 
By ftelthe ne by robberie 
Of love, which fell in my thought. 
To her did I never nought, 
But as men fain, where hert is failed. 
There fhall no cartel be alfailed, 
But though I hadde hertes ten 
And were as flronge as alle men, 
If I be nought min owne man 
And dare nought ufen, that I can, 
I may my felve nought recouer. 
Though I be never man fo pouer. 
I here an herte and here it is. 
So that me faileth wit in this. 
How that I (hulde of mine accorde 
The fervant lede ayein the lorde. 
For if my foot wold owhere go. 
Or that min hond wolde elles do. 
Whan that min hert is there ayein. 
The remenaunt is all in vein. 
And thus me lacketh alle wele. 
And yet ne dare I nothing ftele 
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Of thing, which longcth unto love,j 
And eke it is fo high above, 
I may nought well therto arecche. 
But if fo be at time of fpeche 
Full felde, if than I ftele may 
A worde or two and go my way, 
Betwene her high eftate and me 
Comparifon there may none be, 
So that I fele and well I wote, 
All is to hevy and to hote 
To fet on honde without leve. 
And thus I mot algate leve 
To ftele that I may nought take, 
And in this wife I mot forfake 
To ben a thefe ayein my will 
Of thing, which I may nought fulfill. 
For that ferpent, which never flept. 
The flees of gold fo well ne kept 
In Colchos, as the tale is tolde. 
That my lady a thoufand folde 
Nis better yemed and bewaked. 
Where fhe be clothed or be naked. 
To kepe her body night and day. 
She hath a wardein redy ay. 
Which is fo wounderfuU a wight, 
That him ne may no mannes might 
With fwerd ne with no wepon daunt, 
Ne with no fleight of charme enchaunt, 
Wherof he might be made tame. 
And daunger is his righle name. 
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Whiche under lock and under key, 

That no man may it ftele awey. 

Hath al the trefor underfonge. 

That unto love may belonge. 

The lefte loking of her eye 

May nought be Hole, if he it figh. 

And who fo gruccheth for fo lit 

He wolde fone fet a wite 

On him, that wolde ftele more. 

And that me greveth wonder fore, 

For this proverb is ever newe. 

That ftronge lockes maken trewe 

Of hem that wolden ftele and pike. 

For (o wel can there no man Hike 

By him ne by no other mene, 

To whom daunger wol yive or lene 

Of that trefor he hath to kepe. 

So though I wolde flalke and crepe 

And waite on eve and eke on morwe. 

Of daunger flial I nothing borwe, 

And ftele wot wel may I nought. 

And thus I am right wel bethought. 

While daunger ftont in his office. 

Of ftelthe, which ye clepe a vice, 

I ihall be gilty never mo. 

Therfore I wold he were ago 

So fer, that I never of him herde. 

How fo that afterward it ferde. 

For than I mighte yet parcas 

Of love make fome purchas 
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By ftelth or by fome other way. 
That now fro me ftont fer away. 

But, fader, as ye tolde above. 
How ftehhe goth a night for love, 
I may nought wel that point forfake. 
That ofte times I ne wake 
On nightes, whan that other flepe. 
But now, I pray you take kepe. 
Whan I am logged in fuch wife. 
That I by nighte may arife 
At fome window and loken out 
And fe the houfing al about. 
So that I may the chambre knowe. 
In which my lady, as I trowe, 
Lith in her bed and flepeth fofte. 
Than is min hcrt a thefe ful ofte. 
For there I ftonde and behold 
The longe nightes, that ben cold. 
And thenke on her, that lieth there? 
And than I wisflie, that I were 
AIs wife as was Nedtanabus 
Or elles as was Protheus, 
That couthen both of nigromauncel 
In what likeneflc, in what femblauno 
Right 35 him lift him felf transforme. 
For if I were of fuche a forme, 
I fay, thanne I wolde flee 
Into her chambre for to fe. 
If any grace wolde falle. 
So that I might under the palle 
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Some thing of love pike and ftele. 
And thus I thenke thoughtes fele. 
And though there of no thing be foth. 
Yet efe as for a time it doth. 
But ate lafte whan I finde. 
That I am fall into my minde. 
And fe, that I have ftonde longe 
And have no profit underfonge, 
Than ftalke I to my bed withinne. 
And this is all that ever I winne 
Of love, whan I walke on night. 
My will is good, but of my might 
Me lacketh both, and of my grace, 
For what fo that my thought embrace. 
Yet have I nought the better ferde. 
My fader, lo, now have ye herde 
What I by ftelth of love have do. 
And how my will hath be therto, 
If I be worthy to penaunce, 
I put it to your ordenaunce. 

My fone, of ftelth I the behete, 
Though it be for a time fwete. 
At ende it doth but litel good. 
As by enfample how that it ftood 
Whilom, I may the telle now. 

1 pray you, fader, fay me how. 

My fone, of him, which goth by day 
By wey of ftelthe to aflay 
In loves caufe and taketh his pray, 
Ovide laid, as I fliall fay, 

2 A A 
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Hie in amorii caufa 
fuper ido lalrocuiio, 

quod dc die con tingit, 
ponit excmplum. El 

Lcuchothoe Orchai 



iilia i 



5 fub 



■rfla ma Iris cuKodia 
I'ltgo prefcrvabalur, 
Phebui eius pule rim - 
dinem concupilcem, 
in ronclave domus 
dara luce fubi 









abfcnlc deflo- 
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tuDC confequente 
priinitut ucreviilc. 
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And in his Methamor he tolde 
A tale, which is good to holde. 

The poet upon this matere 
Of (lelthe wrote in this manere. 
Venus, which hath the lawe in honde 
Of thing, which may nought be withftonde, 
As (he, which the trefor to warde 
Of love hath within her warde, 
Phebiis to love hath fo conilreigncd. 
That he withoute reft is peined 
With all his herte to coveite 
A maiden, which was warded flxeitc 
Withinne chambre and kept fo clos» 
That felden was, whan (he defclos 
Goth with her moder for to play. 
Leuchothoe, fo as men fay. 
This maiden hight and Orchamus 
Her fader was. And befell thus. 
This doughter, that was kept fo dere. 
And hadde be from yere to yere 
Under her moders difcipline 
A clene maide and a virgine. 
Upon the whofe nativite 
Of comeliheed and of beaute 
Nature hath fet all that fhe may. 
That lich unto the fresihe may, 
Whiche other monthes of the yere 
Sourmounteth, fo withoute pere 
Was of this maiden the feture, 
Wherof Phebus out of mcfure 
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Her loveth and on every fide 

Awaiteth, if To may betide. 

That he through any fleighte might 

Her lufty maidenheed unright. 

The which were all his worldes welth. 

And thus lurkend upon his ilelth 

In his await fo longe he lay. 

Till it befell upon a day. 

That he through out her chambre wall 

Came In all fodeinlich and flail 

That thing, which was to him fo lefe. 

But wo the while, he was a thefe. 

For Venus, which was enemy 

Of thilke loves michery, 

Defcovereth all the pleine cas 

To Climene, which thanne was 

Toward Phebus his concubine. 

And fhe to lette the covine 

Of thilke love dedely wrothe 

To pleign upon this maide (he goth 

And tolde her fader, howe it ftood, 

Wherof for forwe well nigh wode 

Unto her moder thus he faide : 

Lo, what it is to kepe a maide. 

To Phebus dare I nothing fpeke, 

But upon her it Ihall be wreke. 

So that thefe maidens after this 

Mow take enfample, what it is 

To fuifre her maidenheed be ftole, 

Wherof that ftie the deth fliall thole. 




Hath wrought through his power above. 
That £he fprong up out of the molde 
Into a flour, was named golde. 
Which ftant governed of the fonne. 
And thus whan love is evil wonne. 
Full ofte it Cometh to repentail. 
My fader, that is no merveile. 
Whan that the counceil is bewreid 
But ofte time love hath pleied 
And ftole many a prive game. 
Which never yet cam into blame. 
Whan that the thinges weren hid. 
But in your talc as it betid, 
Venus defcovereth all the cas. 
And eke alfo brode day it was. 
Whan Phebus fuch a Aelthe wroaght, 
Wherof the maide in blame he brought. 
That afterwards he was fo lore. 
But for ye laiden now to-forc. 
How ftelth of love goth by night 
And doth his thinges out of fight, 
Therof me lull alfo to here 
A tale lich to tlie matere. 
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Wherof I might enfample take. 

My gode fone, for thy fake ( 

So as it befell by dales olde 
And fo as the poet it tolde. 
Upon the nightes michery 
Now herken a tale of poefy. 

The mightieft of alle men. 
Whan Hercules with Eolen, 
Which was the love of his corage, 
To-gider upon a pelrinage 
Towarde Rome fhulden go. 
It fell hem by the wale fo. 
That they upon a day a cave 
Within a roche founden have. 
Which was real and glorious 
And of entaile curious. 
By name and Thophis it was hote. 
The fonne (hone tho wonder hote. 
As it was in the fomer tide. 

This Hercules, which by his fide 
Hath Eolen his love there, 
Whan they at thilke cave were. 
He faid, he thought it for the heft. 
That (he her for the hete reft 
All thilke day and thilke night. 
And ihe, that was a lufty wight, 
It liketh her all that he faide. 
And thus they dwellen yet and pleide 
The longe day. And fo befell. 
This cave was under the hill 
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Of Timolus, which was begrowe 
With vines, and at thilke throwe 
Faunus with Saba the goddefle. 
By whom the large wilderneffe 
In thilke time ftood governed. 
Were in a place, as I am lerned. 
Nigh by, which Bachus wode hight. 

This Faunus toke a great infight 
Of Eolen, that was fo nigh. 
For whan that he her beaute figh, 
Out of his wit he was atToted 
And in his herte it hath fo noted. 
That he forfoke the nimphes alle 
And faid, he wolde, how fo it falle, 
Aflay an other for to winne. 
So that his hertes thought withinne 
He fet and caft, how that it might 
Of love pike away by night, 
That he by day in other wife 
To ftele mighte nought fuffice. 
And therupon his time he awaiteth. 
Now take good hede, how love affaiteth 
Him, which with al is overcome. 
Faire Eolen whan (he was come 
With Hercules into the cave, 
She faid him, that fhe wolde have 
His clothes of and hers bothe, 
And eche of hem fhulde other clothe. 
And all was do right as (he bad, 
He hath her in his clothes clad 
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And caft on her his gulion. 

Which of the ikin of a Icon 

Was made, as he upon the wey 

It flough, and over this to pley 

She toke his grete mace alfo 

And knet it at her girdel tho. 

So was fhe Uch the man arraied. 

And Hercules than hath aflaied 

To clothen him in her array. 

And thus they jape forth the day. 

Till that her fouper redy were. 

And whan they hadden fouped there. 

They fliopen hem to go to reft. 

And as it thought hem for the beft. 

They bad, as for that ilke night. 

Two fondry beddes (huld be dight, 

For they to-gider ligge nolde. 

By caufe that they offre wolde 

Upon the morwe her facriiice. 

The fervants didden her office 

And fondry beddes made anone, 

Wherin that they to refte gone 

Eche by hem felf in fondry place. 

Fair Eolen hath fet the mace 

Befides her beddes heved above. 

And with the clothes of her love 

She helled all her bed aboute. 

And he, which had nothing in doubte. 

Her wimpel wonde about his cheke, 

Her kirtel and her mantel eke 
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Abrode upon his bed he fpredde. 
And thus they flepen both a bedde. 
And what of travail, what of wine 
The fervaunts like to dronken fwine 
Beganne for to route fade. 
This Faunus, which his ftelthe caftc, 
Was thanne comen to the cave 
And found, they weren alle fave 
Withoute noife, and in he went, 
The derke night his fighte blent. 
And yet it hapned him to go, 
Where Eolen a bedde tho 
Was laid alone for to flepe. 
But for he wolde take kepe, 
Whofe bed it was, he made aflay 
And of a leon, where it lay. 
The cote he founde and eke he feleth 
The mace and than his herte keleth. 
That there durft he nought abide. 
But ftalketh upon every fide 
And fought aboute with his honde 
That other bed, till that he fonde, 
Where lay bewimpled a vifage. 
Tho was he glad in his corage. 
For he her kirtel founde alfo 
And eke her mantel bothe two 
Befpred upon the bedde alofte. 
He made him naked than and fofte 
Into the bed unware he crepte. 
Where Hercules that time flepte 
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And wende well it were (he. 
And thus in ftede of Eole 
Anone he profreth him to love. 
But he, which felte a man above. 
This Hercules him threw to groundc 
So fore, that they have him founde 
Liggende there upon the morwe. 
And tho was nought a litel forwe, 
That Faunus of him felve made. 
But elles there they were all glade 
And loughen him to fcorne aboute, 
Saba with nimphes all a route 
Came down to loke, how that it ferde, 
And whan that they the fothe herde. 
He was bejaped over all. 

My fone, be thou ware with all 
To feche fuche micheries. 
But if thou have the better afpies 
In aunter, if the fo betide 
As Faunus dide thilke tide, 
Wherof thou might be Ihamed fo. 

Min holy fader, certes no. 
But if I hadde right good leve. 
Such micherie I thenke leve, 
My fainte herte woll nought ferve, 
For malgre wolde I nought deferve 
In thilke place, where I love. 
But for ye tolden here above 
Of covetife and his pilage. 
If there be more of that lignage. 
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Which toucheth to my llirifte, I pray. 
That ye therof me wolde fay, 
So that I may the vice efcheue. 
Confeffor. Sonc, if I by order fue 

The vices, as they ftonde a rowe 
Of covetife, thou (halt knowe. 
There is yet one, which is the laft. 
In whom there may no vertue laft. 
For he with god him felf debateth, 
Wherof that all the heven him hateth. 

11. SacriUgus tantum furta laca facra prophanal^ 
Ut ftbi fmt agri^Jii domui alma de't. 
Nic locus tji, in quo nan temptal amans que amatt, 
Si que fajft ntquit^ carperc velle capit. 

Hie traaat fupcr The highe god, whiche alle good 

f^«Tc!<,?/ferik! Purveied hath for mannes food 

ameaii^f! Of clothes and of mete and drinke, 

cmo &oaific»mur g^de Adam, that he ihulde fwinke 

dcp redans 

'" > To geten him his fuftenaunce. 

And eke he fet an ordenaunce 
Upon the lawe of Moifes, 
That though a man be haveles. 
Yet ftiall he nought by thefte dele. 
But now a daies there ben fele, 
That woU no labour undertake. 
But what they may by ftelthe take 
They holde it fikerliche wonne. 
And thus the lawe is overronne. 
Which god hath fet, and namely 
With hem that fo untruely 
The goodes robbe of holy chlrche. 
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The thefte, which they thanne wirche. 
By name is cleped facrilegge, 
Ayein the whom I thenke allegge, 
[Upon the points as we ben taught* 
Stent facrilege, and elles nought 
The firfte point is for to fay, 
Whan that a thefe fhall ftele away 
The holy thing from holy place. 
The feconde is, if he purchace 
By way of theft unholy thinge, 
Whiche he upon his knowlechinge 
Fro holy place away toke. 
The thirde point, as faith the boke, 
Is fuche, as where as ever it be, 
In wode, in felde or in cite. 
Shall no man ftele by no wife 
That halowed is to the fervife 
Of god, whiche alle thinges wote. 
But there is nouther cold ne bote, 
Whiche he for god or man woll fpare, 
So that the body may wel fare. 
And that he may the world efcape. 
The heven him thinketh is but a jape 
Of his condicion to telle,] 
Which rifeleth bothe boke and belle. 
So forth with all the remenaunt 
To goddes hous appurtenaunt. 
Where that he fhulde bid his bede. 
He doth his theft in holy ftede. 



* Only in MS. Stafford, and Berthelctte's editions. 
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And taketh what thing he fint thenn. 
For whan he fceth that he may win. 
He wondeih for no curfednelle. 
That he ne breketh the holinefle 
And doth to god no reverence. 
For he hath loft his confcience. 
That though the preft therfore curie. 
He faith, he fareth nought the worie. 
And for to fpeke it other wife. 
What man that laffeth the fraunchife 
And taketh of holy chirch his pray, 
I not what bedes he fhall pray. 
Whan he fro god, which hath yive all 
The purpartie in fpcciall, 
Which unto Crift him felf is due, 
Benimth, he may nought wel efchue 
The peine comend afterward, 
For he hath made his foreward 
With facrilegge for to dwelle. 
Which hath his heritage in helle. 
And if wc rede of tholde lawe, 
I finde write in thilke lawe 
Of princes, how there weren thre 
Coupable fore in this degre. 
That one of hem was cleped thus 
The proude king Antiochus, 
That other Nabuzardan hight. 
Which of his cruelte behjght 
The temple to deftruie and wafte, 
And fo he did in alle hafte. 
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The ihridde, which was after (hamed. 
Was Nabugodonofor named, 
And he Jerufalem put under 
Of facrilegge and many a wonder 
There in the holy temple he wrought. 
Which Baltazar his heire abought. 
Whan Mane Techel Phares write 
Was on the wall, as thou might wlte, 
So as the bible it hath declared. 
But for al that it is nought fpared 
Yet now a day, that men ne pille 
And maken argument and ikllle 
To facrilegge as it belongeth. 
For what man that there after longeth 
He taketh none hede what he doth. 
[And if a man Ihall telle foth,* 
Of guile and of fubtilite 
Is none fo fligh in his degre 
To feigne a thing for his beyete. 
As is this vice of whiche I trete. 
He can fo priveliche pike. 
He can fo well his wordes flike 
To put away fufpicion. 
That in his excufation 
There fhall no man defalte finde. 
And thus full ofte men be blinde. 
That ftonden in his word deceived, 
Er his queintife be perceived. 



' Only in MS. Stafford, and Berthelettc's editions. 
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But netheles yet other while 
For all his fleight and all his guile. 
Of that he wolde his werke forfake 
He is atteint and overtake, 
Wherof thou flialte a tale rede. 
In Rome as it befell in dede. 

Er Rome cam to the creaunce 
Of Criftes feith, it fell perchaunce, 
Cefar, which tho was emperour. 
Him lifte for to done honour 
Unto the temple Apollinis, 
And made an ymage upon this. 
The which was cleped Apollo, 
Was none fo riche in Rome tho. 
Of plate of golde a berde he hadde. 
The which his breft all over fpradde. 
Of golde alfo withoute faile 
His mantell was of large entaile 
Befet with perrie all about. 
Forth right he ftraught his finger out. 
Upon the which he had a ringe. 
To ieen it was a riche thing, 
A fine carbuncle for the nones 
Moft precious of alle ftones. 

And fell that time in Rome thus 
There was a clerke one Lucius, 
A courteour, a famous man. 
Of every wit fomwhat he can. 
Out take that him lacketh reule 
His owne eflat to guide and reule. 
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How fo it flood of his fpeking. 
He was nought wife in his doing, 
But every riote ate laft 
Mot nedes falle and may nought lafte 
After the mede of his deferte. 
So fell this clerke in pouerte 
And wifte nought how for to rife, 
Wherof in many a fondry wife 
He caft his wittes here and ther. 
He loketh nigh, he loketh fer. 
Till on a time that he come 
Into the temple and hede he nome. 
Where that the god Apollo flood, 
He figh the richefle and the good 
And thought he wolde by fome way 
The trefor picke and flele away. 
And therupon fo fleighly wrought. 
That his purpofe about he brought. 
And went awey unapperceived. 
Thus hath the man his god deceived. 
His ring, his mantel and his herd. 
As he, which nothing was aferd. 
All prively with him he bare. 
And whan the ward e ins weren ware 
Of that her god defpuiled was. 
Hem thought it was a wonder cas. 
How that a man for any wele 
Durft in fo holy place ftele. 
And namely fo great a thing. 
This tale came unto the king. 
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And was through fpoken over all. 

But for to knowe in fpeciall, 

What maner man hath do the dede. 

They foughten helpe upon the nede 

And maden calculacion, 

Wherof by demonftracion 

The man was founde with the good. 

In jugement and whan he flood. 

The king hath axed of him thus : 

Say thou, unfely Lucius, 

Why haft thou don this facrilegge ? 

My lord, if I the caufe allegge. 

Quod he ayein, me thenketh this. 

That I have do nothing amis. 

Thre points ther ben, which I have do, 

Wherof the firfte point ftant fo. 

That I the ring have take away, 

As unto that this woll I fay. 

Whan I the god behelde about, 

I figh, how he his hond ftraught out 

And profred me the ring to yive. 

And I, which wolde gladly live. 

Out of pouerte, through his largefle 

It underfang, fo that I gefle, 

As therof I am nought to wite. 

And overmore I woU me quite 

Of gold that I the mantel toke, 

Gold in his kind, as faith the boke. 

Is hevy both and colde alfo. 

And for that it was hevy fo, 
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Me thought it was no garnement 

Unto the god convenient 

To clothen him the fomer tide, 

I thought upon that other fide. 

How gold is colde, and fuch a clothe 

By refon oughte to be lothe 

In winter time for the chele. 

And thus thenkende thoughtes fele 

As I min eie aboute caft, 

His large herd than ate laft 

I figh and thought anone iherfore. 

How that his fader him before. 

Which flood upon the fame place, 

Was berdles with a yongly face. 

And in fuch wife, as ye have herde, 

I toke away the fones berde 

For that his fader hadde none 

To make hem liche, and here upon 

I axe for to ben excufed. 

Lo thus, where facrilegge is ufed, 
A man can feigne his confcience 
And right upon fuch evidence] 
In loves caufe if I fhall trete. 
There ben of fuche fmall and great. 
If they no leifer finden elles. 
They wol nought wonden for the belles, 
Ne though they fen the preft at malTe, 
That wol they leten overpafTe, 
If that they finden her love there. 
They ftande and tellen in her ere 
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And axe of god none other grace, 
While they ben in that holy place. 
But er they gon, fome avauntage 
There will they have, and ibme pilage 
Of goodly word or of behefte, 
Or elles they take ate lefte 
Out of her honde a ring or glove, 
So nigh the weder they will hove. 
As who faith fhe fhall nought foryete. 
Now I this token of her have gete. 
Thus halwe they the highe fefte. 
Such thefte may no chirch arefte. 
For all is lefull that hem liketh. 
To whom that elks it mifliketh. 
And eke right in the felve kinde 
In great citces men may finde 
This lufly folk, that make hem gay. 
And walte upon the haliday. 
In chirches and in minftres eke 
They gon the women for to feke. 
And where that fuch one goth about 
To-fore the faireft of the route. 
Where as they fitten all a rewe. 
There will he mofte his body fhewe. 
His croket kempt and theron fet 
An ouche, with a chapelet 
Or elles one of grenc leves. 
Which late came oute of the greves, 
All for he fhulde feme fresfh. 
And thus he loketh on his Hesfh 
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Right as an hawke which hath a fight 

Upon the fowl, there he (hall light. 

And as he were a fairie. 

He (heweth him to-fore her eye 

In holy place where they fitte 

Al for to make her hertes flitte. 

His eye no where woll abide 

But loke and pry on every fide 

On her and her, as him heft liketh, 

And other while among he fiketh, 

Thenketh one of hem that was for me, 

And fo there thenken two or thre, 

And yet he loveth none of alle. 

But where as ever his chaunce falle. 

And netheles to fay a foth 

The caufe, why that he fo doth. 

Is for to rtele an herte or two 

Out of the chirche er that he go. 

And as I faid it here above. 

All is that facrilegge of love. 

For well may be he fteleth awey. 

That he never after yelde may. 

Tell me forthy, my fone, anone, 

Haft thou do facrilegge or none. 

As I have faid in this manere. 

My fader, as of this matere ConfeiUo amaniia. 

I woll you tellen redely 
What I have do, but truely 
I may excufe min entent. 
That I never yet to chirche went, 
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The caufe why I have it laft 

May be, for I unto that craft 

Am nothing able for fo ftele. 

Though there be women nought fo fele. 

But yet woll I nought fale this. 

Whan I am there my lady is, 

In whom lith holy my quarele. 

And {he to chirche or to chapele 

Woll go to matins or to mefle. 

That time I waite well and gefle. 

To chirche I come and there I ftonde. 

And though I lake a boke on honde. 

My contenaunce is on the boke. 

But toward her Is all my loke. 

And if fo falle, that I pray 

Unto my god and fomwhat fay 

Of pater nojier or of crede. 

All is for that I wolde fpede, 

So that my bede in holy chirche 

There mighte fome miracle wirche 

My ladies herte for to chaunge. 

Which ever hath be to me fo ftraunge. 

So that all my devocion 

And all my contemplacion 

With all min herte and my corage 

Is only fet on her ymage. 

And ever I waite upon the tide. 

If fhe loke any thing afide. 
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That I me may of her avife, 

Anone I am with covetife 

So fmite, that me were lefe 

To be in holy chirche a thefe. 

But nought to ftele a veftement. 

For that is nothing my talent. 

But I wol ftele, if that I might, 

A glad word or a goodly fight, 

And ever my fervice I profre. 

And namely whan ihe woll gone offre. 

For than I lede her, if I may. 

For fomwhat wold I flele away. 

Whan I beclippe her on the wafte. 

Yet ate lall: I ftele a tafte. 

And other while graunt mercy 

She faith, and fo win I therby 

A lufty touch, a good worde eke. 

But all the remenaunt to feke 

Is fro my purpos wonder fer. 

So may I fay, as I faid er, 

In holy chirch if that I wowe. 

My confcience I wolde allowe 

Be fo that up amendement 

1 mighte get affignement. 

Where for to fpede in other place 

Such facrilegge I hold a grace. 

And thus, my fader, foth to fay 
In chirche right as in the way 
If I might ought of love take, 
Such hanfel have I nought forfake. 
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But finally I me confeffe, 
There is in me no halinefie. 
While I her fe in haly ftede. 
And yet for ought that ever I dedc 
No facrilegge of her I toke, 
But if it were of worde or loke 
Or elles if that I her fredde. 
Whan I toward ofFring her ledde, 
Take therof what I take may, 
For elles here I nought away. 
For though I wolde ought elles have 
All other thinges ben fo fave 
And kept with fuch a privilegge. 
That I may do no facrilegge. 
God wot my wille netheles. 
Though I muft nedes kepe pees 
And malgre min fo let it palTe, 
My will therto is nought the lalTe, 
If I might other wife away. 
Forthy, my fader, I you pray, 
Tell what you thenketh therupon, 
If I therof have gilt or none. 

Thy will, my fone, is for to blame, 
The remenaunt is but a game. 
That I have herd the telle yit. 
But take this lore into thy wit. 
That alle thing hath time and ftede. 
The chirche ferveth for the bede, 
The chambre is of an other fpeche, 
But if thou wifteft of the wrcche, 
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How facrilegge it hath abought. 
Thou woldeft better ben bethought. 
And for thou ftialt the more amende, 
A tale I will on the defpende. 

To alle men as who faith knowe 
It is and in the world through blowe, ', 

How that of Troie Lamedon 
To Hercules and to Jafon, 
Whan toward Colchos out of Grece 
By fee failend upon a piece 
Of Icnde of Troie refte preide. 
But he hem wrothfully congeide, 
And for they found him fo villein, 
Whan they came into Grece ayein 
With power, that they gette might, 
Towardes Troie they hem dight 
And there they token fuch vengeaunce, 
Wherof ftant yet the remembraunce. 
For they deftruied king and all 
And leften but the brente wall. 
The Grekes of Troians many flow 
And prifoners they toke inow, 
Among the whiche there was one 
The kinges doughter Lamedon 
Efiona the faire thing, 
Which unto Thelamon the king 
By Hercules and by thaffent 
Of all the hole parlement 
Was at his wille yove and graunted. 
And thus hath Grece Troie daunted, 
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And home they torne in fuch manere. 
But after this, now (halt thou here 
The caufe, why I this tale telle, 
Upon the chaunce that befelle. 

King Lamedon, which deide thus. 
He had a fone one Priamus, 
Which was nought thiike time at homei 
But whan he herd of this, he come 
And found how the citee was falle. 
Which he began anon to walle 
And made there a citee newe, 
That they, which other londes knewe, 
Tho faiden that of lime and ftone 
In all the world fo faire was none. 
And on that o fide of the town 
The king let make Ylion, 
That highe toure, that ftronge place. 
Which was adrad of no manace. 
Of quarele nor of none engine. 
And though men wolde make a mine. 
No mannes craft it might approche. 
For it was iet upon a roche 
The walles of the towne about. 
Hem flood of all the world no doubt, 
And after the proportion 
Six gates were there of the town 
Of fuch a forme, of fuch entaile. 
That hem to fe was great merveile. 
The diches weren brode and depe, 
A fewe men it mightc kepe 
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From all the world, as femeth tho. 
But if the goddes weren fo. 
Great prees unto that citee drough. 
So that there was of people inough 
Of burgeis that therinne dwellen, 
There may no mannes tunge tellen, 
How that citee was riche and good. 

Whan all was made and all well ftood, 
King Priamus tho him bethought, 
What they of Grece whilom wrought. 
And what was of her fwerd devoured. 
And how his fufter defhonoured 
With Thelamon away was lad. 
And tho thenkend he wax unglad 
And fet anone a parlement. 
To which the lordes were aflent. 
In many wife there was fpoke, 
How that they mighten bene awrokc. 
But ate lafte netheles 
They faiden all, accorde and pees 
To fetten every parte in reft 
It thought hem thanne for the beil 
With refonable amendement. 
And thus was Antlienor forth fent 
To axen Efiona ayein 
And witen what they wolden fain. 

So pafleth he the fee by barge 
To Grece for to fay his charge. 
The which he faide redely 
Unto the lordes by and by. 



378 CONFESSIO AMANTIS. 

But where he fpake in Grece aboute. 
He herde nought but wordes ftoute 
And nameliche of Thelamon. 
The maiden wclde he nought forgon 
He faide for no maner thing, 
And bad him gone home to his king. 
For there gate he none amende 
For ought he couthe do or fende. 

This Anthenor ayein goth home 
Unto his king, and whan he come, 
He tolde in Grece of that he herde. 
And how that Thelamon anfwerde. 
And how they were at her above. 
That they wol nouther pees ne love. 
But every man Hiall done his beft. 
But for men faien, that night hath reft. 
The king bethought him all that night. 
And eriy whan the day was light. 
He toke his counfeil of this matere, 
And they accorde in this manere, 
That he withouten any let 
A certain time fliulde fet 
A parlement to ben avifcd. 
And in this wife it was avifed. 
Of parlement he fet a day, 
And that was in the month of may. 
This Priaraus had in his ight 
A wife and Hecuba fhe hight, 
By whom that time eke had he 
Sones five and doughters thre 
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Befiden hem and thritty mo. 
And weren knightes a He tho. 
But nought upon his wife begete. 
But elles where he might hem gete 
Of women, which he hadde knowe. 
Such was the world that ilke throwe. 
So that he was of children riche, 
So therof was no man him liche. 

Of parlement the day was come. 
There ben the lordes all and fome, 
Tho was pronounced and purpofed 
And all the caufe hem was defclofed, 
How Anthenor in Grece ferde. 
They fitten alle ftill and herde, 
And tho fpake every man aboate. 
There was allegged many a doubte. 
And many a proud word fpoke alfo. 
But for the mofte parte as tho 
They widen nought what was the befte 
Or for to werre or for to refte. 
But he that was wlthoutefere, 
Heiftor among the lordes there 
His tale tolde in fuche a wife 
And faide : Lordes, ye ben wife. 
Ye knowen this als well as I, 
Above all other moft worthy 
Stant now in Grece the manhod 
Of worthinefle and of knighthod. 
For who fo woU it wel agrope. 
To hem belongeth all Europe, 
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Whiche is the thridde parte even 

Of all the world under the heven. 

And we be but of folk a fewe. 

So were it refon for to fhewe 

The peril, er we fall therinne. 

Better is to leve than beginne 

Thing, which as may nought ben acheved. 

He is nought wife, that find him greved 

And doth fo, that his greve be more. 

For who that loketh all to-fore 

And woll nought fe what is behinde. 

He may full ofte his harmes finde. 

Wick is to i^rive and have the worfe. 

We have enchefon for to curfe. 

This wote I well and for to hate 

The Grekes, but er that we debate 

With hem, that ben of fuch a might* 

It is full good, that every wight 

Be of him felf right well bethought. 

But as for me thus fay I nought, 

For while that my life woll ftonde. 

If that ye take werre on honde, 

Fall it to the heft or to the werft, 

I fliall my fclven be the fcrft 

To greven hem, what ever I may. 

I woll nought ones faie nay 

To thing, which that your counceJl demeth. 

For unto me well more it quemeth 

The werre certes than the pees. 

But this I faie netheles. 
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As me belongeth for to fay. 
Now ihape ye the befte way. 

Whan Heilor hath faid his avis. 
Next after him tho fpake Paris, 
Which was his brother, and alaide 
What him beft thought, and thus he faidc : 
Strong thing it is to fuffre wronge. 
And fuffre fhame is more ftronge, 
But we have fuffred bothe two. 
And for all that yet have we do 
What fo we mighte to reforme 
The pees, whan we in fuche a forme 
Sent Anthenor, as ye wel knowe. 
And they her grete wordes blowe 
Upon her wrongfull dedes eke. 
And he that well him felf nought meke 
To pees and lift no refon take. 
Men fain refon him wol forfake. 
For in the multitude of men 
Is nought the ftrengthe, for with ten 
It hath be fene in true quarele 
Ayein an hunderd falfe dele. 
And had the better of goddes grace. 
Thus hath befalle in many place. 
And if it like unto you alle, 
I will affay how fo it falle 
Our enemies if I may greve. 
For I have caught a gret beleve 
Upon a point I wol declare. 

This ender day as I gan fare 
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To hunt unto the grete herte. 

Which was to- fore min houndes ftertc. 

And every man went on his fide 

Him to purfue, and I to ride 

Began to chal'e, and ibth to fay 

Within a while out of my way 

I rode, and nifte where I was. 

And flepe me caught and on the grafle 

Belide a welle I laid me down 

To flepe and in a vifion 

To me the god Mercurie cam, 

Goddefies thre with him he nam 

Minerve, Venus and Juno, 

And in his honde an appel tho 

He helde of gold with letters write. 

And this he dide me to wite. 

How that they put hem upon me. 

That to the faireft of hem thre 

Of gold that appel fliulde I yive, 

With ech of hem tho was I fhrivc 

And eche one faire me behight. 

But Venus faid, if that (he might 

That appel of my yifte gete. 

She wolde it nevermore foryete. 

And faide, how that in Grece londe 

She wolde bring into min honde 

Of all this erthe the faireft, 

So that me thought it for the heft 

To her and yaf the appel tho. 

Thus hope I well, if that I go. 
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That flie for me woll fo ordeigne. 
That they matere for to pleigne 
Shull have, or that I come ayein. 
Nowe have ye herd, that I woll fain, 
Say ye, what ftant in your avis. 
And every man the faide his. 
And fondry caufes they recordc. 
But ate lafte they accorde. 
That Paris (hall to Grece wende, 
And thus the parlement toke ende. 
Caflandra whan (lie herd of this. 
The which to Paris fufter is, 
Anone (he gan to wepe and weile 
And faid : Alas, what may us eile. 
Fortune with her blinde whele 
Ne woll nought let us ftonde wele. 
For this I dare well undertake. 
That if Paris his waie take. 
As it is faid, that he (hall do, 
We ben for ever than undo. 
The which Caflandra thanne hight 
In all the world as it bereth fight. 
In bokes as men finde write. 
Is that Sibille, of whom ye wite. 
That alle men yet clepen fage. 
Whan that fhe wift of this viage. 
How Paris fhall to Grece fare. 
No woman mighte worfe fare 
Ne forwe more than (he did. 
And right fo in the fame ftede 
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Ferd Helenus, which was her brother \ 

Of prophecy and fuch another, 

And all was holde but a jape, 

So that the purpos, which was fhape, 

Or were hem lefe or were hem lothe. 

Was holde, and into Grece he goth 

This Paris with his retenaunce. 

And as it fell upon his chaunce, 

Of Grece he londeth in an ile. 

And him was tolde the fame while 

Of folk, which he began to freine, 

The was in thile quene Heleine 

And eke of centres there about 

Of ladies many a lufty rout. 

With mochel worthy people alfo. 

And why they comen thider tho. 

The caufe ilood in fuch a wife 

For worfhip and for facrifice. 

That they to Venus wolden make. 

As they to-fore had undertake 

Some of good will, fome of beheft. 

For thanne was her highe feft 

Within a temple, which was there. 

Whan Paris wifte what they were, 

Anone he fhope his ordenaunce 

To gone and done his obeifaunce 

To Venus on her haliday 

And did upon his heft array. 

With great richefle he him behongeth. 

As it to fuch a lord belongeth. 
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He was nought armed netheles. 
But as it were in londe of pees. 
And thus he goth forth out of ihip 
And taketh with him his felaihip 
In fuch manere, as I you fay. 
Unto the temple he helde his way. 

Tidinge, which goth over all 
To great and fmalle forth withall. 
Come to thequenes ere and tolde. 
How Paris come, and that he wolde 
Do facrifice to Venus, 
And whan fhe herde telle thus. 
She thought, how that it ever be. 
That ilie woll him abide and fe. 

Forth cometh Paris with glad vifage 
Into the temple on pelrinage. 
Where unto Venus the goddefle 
He yiveth and offreth great richefle 
And praieth her that he praie wolde. 
And than alide he gan beholde 
And figh, where that this lady ftood, 
And he forth in his fresfhe mood 
Goth there llie was and made her chere. 
As he well couth in his manere. 
That of his wordes fuch plefauncc 
She toke, that all her aqueintauncc 
Als ferforth as the herte lay 
He ftale, er that he went away. 
So goth he forth and toke his leve 
And thought anone, as it was eve, 

z c c 
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He wolde done his facrilegge. 

That many a man fliulde it abegge. 

Whan he to lliip ayein was come. 

To him he hath his counfeil nome 

And all dcvifed the matere 

In fuch a wife, as thou ihalt here. 

Withinne night all prively 

His men he warneth by and by. 

That they be redy armed fone 

For certain thing, whiche is to done. 

And they anone ben redy alle 

And echone other gan to calk 

And went hem out upon the llronde 

And toke a purpos there on londe 

Of what thing that they wolden do. 

Toward the temple and forth they go. 

So fell it of devocion 

Heleine in contemplacion 

With many an other worthy wight 

Was in the temple and woke all night 

To bid and pray unto thymage 

Of Venus, as was than ufage. 

So that Paris right as him lift 

Into the temple er they it wift 

Came with his men all fodeinly. 

And all at ones fet afltry 

In hem, which in the temple were. 

For tho was mochel people there. 

But of defence was no bote, 

So fuffren they, that fufFre mote. 
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Paris unto the quene wente 

And her in both his armes hente 

With him and with his felafhip. 

And forth they here her into fhip. 

Up goth the faile, and forth they went. 

And fuche a wind fortune hem fent. 

Till they the haven of Troie caught. 

Where out of (hip anone they ftraught 

And gone hem forth toward the town. 

The which came with proceflion 

Ayein Paris to fene his pray. 

And every man began to fay 

To Paris and his felaftiip 

All that they couthen of worfliip. 

Was none fo litel man in Troy, 

That he ne made merthe and joy 

Of that Paris had wonne Heleine. 

But all that merthe is forwe and peine 

To Helenus and to Caffandre. 

For they it tolden fhame and fclaundre 

And Icfs of all the comun grace. 

That Paris out of haly place 

By flelth hath take a mannes wife, 

Wherof he fhall lefe Ms life 

And many a worthy man therto 

And all the citee be fordo, 

Which never fliall be made ayein. 

And fo it fell, right as they fain. 

The facrilegge, which he wrought, 

Was caufe, why the Gregois fought 
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Unto the town and it belay 

And wolden never part away. 

Till what by fleight, and what by ftrength 

They had it wonne in brede and length 

And brent and (lain that was withinne. 

Now fe, my fone, which a finne 
Is facrilegge in haly ftede. 
Beware therfore and bid thy bede 
And do nothing in haly chirche. 
But that thou might by refon wirchc. 
And eke take hede of Achilles, 
Whan he unto his love chees 
Polixena, that was alfo 
In haly temple of Apollo, 
Which was the caufe why he deidc 
And all his luft was laid afide. 
And Troilus upon Crefeide 
Alfo his firfle love laide 
In haly place, and how it ferde 
As who faith all the world it herde. 
Forfake he was for Diomede, 
Such was of love his lafte mede. 

Forthy my fone, I wolde rede 
By this enfample as thou might rede 
Seche elles where thou wilt thy grace 
And ware the well in haly place. 
What thou to love do or fpeke 
In aunter if it fo be wreke, 
As thou haft herd me tell to-fore. 
And take good hede alfo therfore. 
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Upon the forme of avarice 

More than of any other vice 

I have devided in parties 

The braunches, which of compaignies 

Through out the world in generall 

Be now the leders over all 

Of covetife and of perjurie. 

Offals brocage and of ufurie, 

Of fcarfeneffe and of unkindefhip, 

Which never drough to felafhip. 

Of robberie and of prive ftelthj 

Which done is for the worldes welth. 

Of ravine and of facrilegge, 

Which maketh the confcience agregge. 

All though it may richefle atteignc. 

It floureth but it Ihall not greine 

Unto the fruit of rightwifnefle. 

But who that wolde do largelfe 

Upon the reule, as it is yive. 

So might a man in trouthe live 

Toward his god and eke alfo 

Toward the world, for bothe two 

Largefle awaiteth as belongeth 

To neither part, that he ne wrongeth. 

He kepeth him felf, he kepeth his frendes, 

So ftant he fauf to both his endes, 

That he excedeth no mefure, 

So well he can him felf mefure, 

Wherof, my fone, thou (halt wite. 

So as the philofophre hath write. 
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Prodigiis et parcus duo funt extremaque, largut 
Eji barum medius plehls in ore bonus. 

Betwene the two extremites 
Of vice ftont the propertes 
Of vertue, and to prove it fo 
Take avarice and take alfo 
The vice of prodegalite, 
Betwene hem liberalite. 
Which is the vertue of largefle, 
Stant and governeth his nobleiTe. 
For tho two vices in difcorde 
Stond ever, as I find of recorde, 
So that betwene her two debate 
Largefle reuleth his eftate. 
For in fuch wife as avarice. 
As I to-fore have told the vice, 
Through ftreit holding and through fcar^ 
Stant contraire to largelTe, [nefle 

Right fo ftant prodegalite 
Revers, but nought in fuch degre. 
For fo as avarice fpareth 
And for to kepe his trefor careth, 
That other all his own and more 
Ayein the wife mannes lore 
Yiveth and defpendeth here and there, 
So that him reccheth never where, 
While he may borwe, he woll defpende \ 
Till ate laft he faith : I wende. 
But that is Ipoken all to late. 
For than is pouerte at the gate 
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And taketh him even by the fleve. 
For erft woU he no wifdom leve. 
And right as avarice is finne, 
That wold his trefor kepe and winne. 
Right fo is prodegalite. 
But of largefle in his degre. 
Which even ftant betwene the two, 
The highe god and man alfo 
The vertue eche of hem commendeth. 
For he him felven firft amendeth. 
That over all his name fpredeth 
And to all other, where it nedeth. 
He yiveth his good in fuch a wife, 
That he maketh many a man arife, 
Whiche elles Jhulde falle low. 
Largeffe may nought be unknowe. 
For what lend that he regneth inne. 
It may nought faile for to winne 
Through his deferte love and grace. 
Where it Ihall faile in other place. 
And thus betwene to moch and lite 
Largefle, which is nought to wife. 
Holt ever forth the middel way. 
But who that torne wol away 
Fro that, to prodegalite 
Anone he left the proprete 
Of vertu and goth to the vice. 
For in fuch wife as avarice 
Lefth for fcarfenefl*e his good name. 
Right fo that other is to blame. 
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Which through his waft mefure excedeth. 
For no man wot what harm that bredeth 
[But mochel joie iher betideth,* 
Where that largefle an-herte guideth. 
For his mefure is fo governed. 
That he bothe parts is lerned 
To god and to the world alfo. 
He doth reibn to bothe two. 
The pouer folk of his almefle 
Relieved ben in the diftrefle 
Of thurft, of hunger and of colde, 
Ne yift of him was never folde. 
But frely yive, and netheles 
The mighty god of his encres 
Rewardeth him of double grace. 
The heven he doth him to purchafe 
And yiveth him eke the worldes good. 
And thus the cole for the hood 
Largefle taketh, and yet no finne 
He doth, how fo that ever he winne. 
Omni ha- What man hath hors men yiven him hors. 
And who ne hath of him no force, 
For he may thenne on fote go. 
The world hath ever ftonde fo. 
But for to loken of the tweie, 
A man to go the fiker weie 
di dare Better is to yive than to take. 

With yifte a man may frendes make, 
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But who that taketh or great or fmall, 
He taketh a charge forth with all 
And ftant nought fre til it be quit. 
So for to' deme in mannes wit. 
It helpeth more a man to have 
His owne good than for to crave 
Of other men and make him bonde, 
Wher elles he may ftond unbonde. 
Senec counfeileth in this wife 
And faith : But if the good fuffice 
Unto the liking of the will, 
Withdrawe thy luft and hold the flill 
And be to thy good fuffifaunt, 
For that thing is appurtenaunt 
- To trouthe and caufeth to be fre 
After the reule of charite. 
Which lirft beginneth of him felve. 
For if thou richeft other twelve, 
Wherof thou Ihalt thy fclf be pouer, 
I not what thank thou might recouer,] 
While that a man hath good to yive. 
With greate routes he may live 
And hath his frendes over all. 
And everich of him telle fliall. 
The while he hath his fulle packe 
They fay : A good felaw is Jacke. 
Whan it faileth ate laft, 
Anone his prife they overcaft. 
For than is there none other lawe. 
But Jacke was a good felawe. 
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Whan they him pouer and nedy fe. 
They let him paffe and fare well he, 
Al that he wend of compaignie 
Is thanne torned to folie. 

But now to fpeke in other kinde 
Of love, a man may fuche finde. 
That where they come in every rout. 
They caft and waft her love about 
Till all her time is overgone. 
And thanne have they love none. 
For he that loveth over all. 
It is no relbn, that he fhall 
Of love have any proprete. 
Forthy my fone, avife the. 
If thou of love haft ben to large. 
For fuche a man is nought to charge. 
And if it fo be, that thou haft 
Defpended al thy time in waft 
And fet thy love in fondry place. 
Though thou the fubftaunce of thy grace 
Lefe at the laft, it is on wonder, 
For he that put him felven under. 
As who faith comun over all. 
He left the love fpeciall 
Of any one, if /he be wife. 
For love fiiall nought here his prife 
By refon, whan it paffeth one. 
So have I fen full many one, 
That were of love wel at efe, 
Which after fell in great difefe 
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Through waft of love, that they fpent 
In fondry places where they went. 
Right fo, my fone, I axe of the. 
If thou with prodegalite 
Haft here and there thy love wafted ? 

My fader, nay, but I have tafted 
In many a place as I have go. 
And yet love I never one of tho. 
But for to drive forth the day. 
For leveth well, my hert is ay 
Withoute mo for evermore 
All upon one, for I no more 
Defire, but her love alone. 
So make I many a prive mone, 
For well I fele I have defpended 
My longe love and nought amended 
My fpede, for ought I finde yit. 
If this be waft unto your wit 
Of love and prodegalite, 
Now, gode fader, demeth ye. 
But of o thing I woll me Ihrive, 
That I ftiall for no love thrive. 
But if her felf me woll releve. 

My Tone, that I may well leve. 
And netheles me femeth fo. 
For ought that thou haft yet mifdo 
Of time, whiche thou haft fpended, 
It may with grace ben amended. 
For thing which may be worth the coft 
Percbaunce is nouther waft ne loft, 
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For what thing ftant on aventure. 
That can no worldes creature 
Tell in certain, how it fhall wende. 
Till he therof may fene an ende. 
So that I note as yet therfore, 
If thou, my fone, hall: wone or lore. 
For ofte time, as it is fene. 
Whan fomer hath loft all his grene 
And is with winter waft and bare. 
That him is left nothing to ipare. 
All is recovered in a throwe. 
The colde windes overblowe. 
And ftilled ben the fliarpe fhoures. 
And fodeinlich ayein his floures 
The fomer happneth and is rlche. 
And fo parcas thy grace is liche. 
My fone, though thou be now pouer 
Of love, yet thou might recouer. 
My fader, certes graunt mercy. 
Ye have me taught fo redily. 
That ever while I live fliall 
The better I may be ware with all 
Of thing, which ye have faid er this. 
But evermore how that it is 
Toward my Qirifte, as it belongeth, 
To wit of other points me longeth, 
Wherof that ye me wolden teche 
With all min herte I you befeche. 

Explicit liber quintus. 



END OF THE SECOND VOLUME, 
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